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Dramatis Perfonas. 

ORSINO, Puke of Illyna. 

S E « A s T r A N , a young gentleman, brother to Viok. 

A N T o N I o , a fca-captain, friend to Scbaftian. 

Valentine "y 

r^w, T« c Gentleman, attending on the Duke* 

v/ U R I 1 J 

Sir Toby Belch, uncle to Olivia. 
S\t AnDH^^yr AGUECHEEfc^a fpolifli knight, pre- 
tending' to Olivia. 
A Sea- captain, friend to Viola. 
Jab IAN, fervant to Olivia. 
Malyolio, a famafticaJ fteward to Olivia. 
Clown, fervant to Olivia. 

Ol I V I A, a lady of great beauty and fortune, beloved 

by the Duke. 
Viola, in love with the Duke* 
Maria, Olivia's woman. . 

Pri^^ Sailors, Officers, anil ether Attendtais, 
SCESE, A City ontbe Coafi of Illyria. 



The Persons of the Drama were firft enumerated, witli 
all Ae eant of the modern ftage,^y Mr Rowe. 
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TWELFTH-NIGHT: 

O R, 

WHAT YOU WILL. 



A C T I. SCENE I. 

The Palace. 

EnUr the Duke, Curio, attd Lords, 

Duke. 

IF mufic be the food of love, play on ; 
Give me excefs of it ; that, furfeiting, 
The appetite majr ficken, and fo die. 
That ftrain again ; — it had a dying; fall : 
G.. it came o'er my ear like the fweet fouth, 
Tn^t breathes upon a bank of violets, 
Stealing, and giving odour. Enouch ! — ^no more | 
•Tis not fo fweet now as it was before. 
fpirit of love, how quick and freili art ihou ! 
That, notwithftanding thy capacity 
Receiveth as the fea, nought enters there, 
Of what validity and pitch foe*er, 
But falls into abatement and low price, 
, Even in a minute ; fo full of fhapes in fancy, 
That it alone is high fantaflical. 
Cur, Will you go hunt, my Lord ? 
Dw^ff. What, Curio? 
Cur. The haft. 

Duke. Why, fo I do, the nobleft that I havei 
O, when my eyes did lee Olivia firfl, 
Methought fhe pUrg'd the air of peftilence ; 
That inllant was I tumTd int© a hart, 

A 2 I 
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4 T W E L F TH-N tG HTx or^ Aa L, 

And my delires, like fell and cruel hounds. 

E'er fince purfue me . How now, whit news from her? - 

Eftter Valentine. 

VaL So pleafe my Lord, I might not be admitted;.; 
But from her hand-maid do return this anfwer: 
The clement itfelf, *till feven years henete, 
Shall not behold her face at an^le vxew}^ 
But, like a cloyftrefs, flie will veiled walk. 
And water once a day her chamber round 
With eye -offending brine : all this to feafon. 
A brother's dead love, whi<^ fhe would keep frefll- 
And lading in her fad remembrance. 

Duke. O, fhe.that hath a heart of that fine frame^ 
To pay this debt of love but to a brother, 
How will fhe love, when the rich golden fhaft 
Hath kill'd the flock of all affeaions elfe 
That live In her? when liver, brain, and heart. 
Three fov'reign thrMies, are all fupply'd, andfill'd,. 
Her fweet perfeaions, with one felt-fame king! 
Away before me to fweet beds of .flowers j 
Love -thoughts ly rich, when canopy'd with bowers^. 

lExeunU . 

S C E N E IL 

The Street. 

EnUr- Viola^fl Captain and Sailors, 

Vio, What country, friends, is this ? 

Cap, Illyria, Lady. 

Vio, And what Ihould I do in lUyria ? 

My brother he is in Elyfium. 

Perchance he is not drown'dj what think you,^ 
failors ? 

Cap. It is perchance that you yourfelf were fav'd.;. 

Vio. O xny poor brother •! fo, perchance, may he be. 

Cap. True, Madam: and to comfort you with.i 
chance, 
Aflure yourfelf, after our fhip did fplit. 
When you, and that poor number fav'd with you,. - 
Hung on oiu'tiriving boat, I faw your brother, : 
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Mod provident in peril, bind himfelf 

(Courage and hope both teaching him the pra»flice) 

To a ftrong maft that liv'd upon the fea ; 

Where, like Arion on the dolphin's back, 

I faw hini hold acquaintance with the waves, 

So long as I could fee. 

Vio. For faying fo, there's gold. 
MJtie own efcape unfoldeth to my hope, 
Whereto thy fpeech ferves for authority, 
The like of him. Know'ft thou this country ? 

Cap. Ay, Madam, well 5 for I was bred and bora 
Not tlu-ee hours travel from this very place. 

Vio. Who governs here ? 
, Cap, A noble Duke in nature, as in name. 

Vio. What is his name ? 

Cap, Orfino, 

Via. Oriino ! I have heard my father name him : 
He was a bafchelor then. 

Cap. And fo is now, or was fo very late ; 
For out a^month ago I went from hence, 
And then 'twas fredi in murmur (as you know 
What great ones do, the lefs will prattle of) 
That he did' feek the love of fair Olivia. 

rw. What's.ihe? 

Cap. A virtuous maid, the daughter of a Count 
That dy'd fome twelve months fmce, then leaving 
In the protedlion of his fon, her brother, [her 

Who ihortly alfo dy'd ; for whofe dear love. 
They fay, me hath abjur'd the fight 
And company of men. 

Vio, O, that I ferv'd that lady. 
And might not be deliver'd to the world,, * 

'Till I had made mine own occafion mello^r 
What my eftate is ! 
. Cap. That were hard to compafs ; 
Becaufe fhe will admit no kuid of fuit, '' 

No, not the Duke's. 

Vio. There is a fair behavioiu* in thee. Captain;^ 
And tho'. that nature with a beauteoas wail 
Doth oft clofe in pollution ; yet of thee, 
I will believe, thou haft- a mind that fuita 
Willi this thy fair and outward charafler ; 
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6 TWELFTH-NIGHT: or, AaU^ 

I pr'ythee, and I'll pay thee bounteoufly, , 
Conceal me what I am, and be my aid 
For fuch difguife as,* haply, fliall become 
The form ot my intent. I'll ferve this Duke ; , 
Thou (halt prelent me as an eunuch to him, 
It may be worth thy pains ; for I can fmg, 
And fpeak to him in m^ny forts of mufic, 
That will allow me very worth his fervice^ . 
What elfe may hap, to time I will commit ; 
Only fhape thou thy filence to my wit. 

Cap, Be you his eunuch, and your mute I'll be ; : 
When my tongue blabs, then let mine eyes not fee. 

Fifa. I thank thee; lead me on. [ExeunU . 

SCENE III. 
jfn jfpartment in Olivia'/ Haufc. 

Enter Sir Toby, and Maria. 

Sir To. What a plague means my niece, to take 
the death of her brother thus? I am fure care's an 
enemy to life. 

Mar, By my troth, Sir Toby, you muft come in 
earlier a-nights; your niece, my lady,, takes great 
exceptions to your ill hours. 

Sir To, Why, let her except, before excepted. 

Mar. Ay, but you muft coimne yourfelf within 
the modeft limits of order. 

Sir To, Confine ? I'll confine myfelf no finer than 
I am ; thefe cloaths are. good enough to drink in, 
and fo be, thefe boots too 5 an they be not, 1^ t them 
hang themfelves in their own ftraps. 

Mar, That quaffing and drinking will undo yoi! : 
I heard my' lady talk of it yeftcrday, and of a 
fooliili knight that you lm>u^t in one night here, 
to be her wooer. 

Sir To, Who? 9ir Andrew Ague-cheek? 

Mar. Ay, he. 

Sir To, He's as tall a man as any's in lUyria. 

Mar, What's that to th' purpofe ? 

Sir To. Why, he has three thoufand ducats a-vear. 
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SCi4- WHAT YOU WIT^L; 7 

Mar^ hy^ but he'll have but a year in all thefe 
ducats : he's a very fool and a prodigal.-^ 

Sir To, Fy, that you'll fay fo ! he plays o' th' " 
violdegambo, and fpeaks three or four languages 
word for word without book, and hath all the good 
gjfts of nature. 

Mar. He hath, indeed, — almoft natural; fbr be-- 
fides that he's a foc^ he's a great quarreller ; and 
but that he hatk the gift of a coward to allay the 
guft he hath in quarrelling, ?tis thought, among the 
prudent, he would quickly have the gift of a grave. 

Sir To. By this hand they are fcoundrels and < 
fubtraftors that fay fo of him. Who are they ? 

Mar. They that add, moreover, he's drunk nightly 
jn your company. 

Sir To. With drinking healths to my niece : I'll ^ 
drink to her as long as there's a paHage ' in my 
throat, and drink in Illyria. He's a coward, and ' 
a coyffaril, that will not drink to my niece 'till lus > 
brains turn o' th' toe, like a parim-top. What, . 
wench ? Cafiiliauo Kolgo * j for nere comes Sir An-* - 
drew Ague*cheek. 

SCENE IV* 

Enter Sir Andrew. 

Sir And. Sir Toby Belch ! how now, Sir Toby 
Belch? 

Sir To. Sweet Sir Andrew ! 

Sir And. Blefs you, fair ihrew. 

Mar. And you too. Sir. 
. Sir To. Accoft, Sir Andrew, accofl— ^ 

Sir And. What's that > 

Sir To. My niece's chamber-maid. 

Sir And, Good Milfa'efs Accoft, I de^e better ac« 
quaintance. 

Mar. My name is Mary, Sir. 

Sir And, Good Miftrefs Mary Accoft, 

* "Wc fhould read voUo. Tn EogHfh, put on your 
Caftilian countenance i that is, your, grave, folcma 
looks. Warburt9n. 
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Sir To," You miilake, knight : accoft is, front 
her, board her, wooe her, aHail her. 

Sir And. By my troth, I would not undertake her 
in this company. Is that the meaning of ar^rfl/?.'*' 

Mar, Fare you well, gentlemen. 

Sir To, An thou let her part fo, Sir Andrew, 
would thou might'it never draw a fword again. 

Sir And, An you part fo, miftrefs, I would I. 
might never draw fword again. Fair lady, do yoa 
think you have fools' in hand? 

Mar, Siry I have not you by th' hand. 

Sir And. Marry but you fliall have, and here's 
jny hand. 

Mar, Now, Sir, thought is free : I pray you 
bring your hand to th' buttery-bar, and let it drinli. 

Sir And, Wherefore, fweet heart ? what's your 
metaphor ? 

Mar, It'ffdry, Sir. 

^/> And, Why, I think fb : I am not fuch an ^fs 
but I can keep my hand dry. But what's your j eft? 

Mar, A dry jeft, Sir. 

Sir And, Are you full of them ? 

Mar, Ay, Sir^ I have them at my fingers ends r- 
Biarry, now I let your hand go, I am barren. 

. [^Exit Maria ^ 

Sir To, O knight, thou lack'il a cup of canary : 
ttrhen did I fee thee fo put down ? 

Sir And, Never in your life, I think, unlefs you 
fee canary put me down. Methinks, fometimes I 
have no more wit than a Chriftian, or an ordinary 
man has ; but I am a great eater of beef, and, I 
believe, that does hartn to my wit. 

Sir To, No queftion. 

Sir And. Au I thought that, I'd forfwear it: I'll 
ride home to-morrow. Sir Toby. 

Sir To, Pourquoy, my dear knight. 

Sir And, What is pourquoy P do, or not do ? I 
would I had beftowed that time in the tongues 
that I have in fencing, dancing, and bear-baiting* 
O, had I but follow'd the arts! 

Sir To, Then hadft thou had an excellent head 
of hair. 
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Sir And Why, would that have mended my hair > 

Sir To. Pad quedion ; for thou feeft it will not 
curl by nature. 

Sir And* But it becomes me well enough, does^t 
nor ? 

Sir To, Excellent lit han^slike flax on a diftaff; 
and I hope to fee a houfe-wife take thee between 
her legs, and (pin it off. 

Sir And. Faith, I'll home ta morrow. Sir .Toby; 
your neice will not be feen, or, if fhe be, it*s four 
to one ihe'U none of me : the Duke hiinfelf here, 
hard by, wooes- her. 

Sir To, Shell none o'th' Duke ; ihe'll not match, 
above her degree, .neither in eftate,. years, nor wit;. 
I have heard her fwear it. Tut, there's life in't, . 
man. 

Sir And, J'H ftay.a month longer. I am a fellow 
o?th' ftrangeft mind i'th' world : I delight in malks^ 
and revels fometimes altogether. 

Sir To. Art thou good at thefe kick-fliiaws, knight > 

Sir And. As any man in Illyria, whatfoever he 
be, under the degree of my betters; and yet I will 
not compare with an old man. 

Sir To, What, is thy excellence in a galliard, , 
knight ? 

Sir And. Faith I can cut a caper. 

Sir To. And I can cut the mutton to't. 

Sir And. And, I think, I have the back-^trick fim- 
'ply as ftrong as any man in Illvria. 

Sir To, Wherefore are thefe things hid? where-- 
fore have, the e gifts a curtain before then\? are 
they like to take dufl, like Miftrefs Mall's pidure ? 
why deft thou not go -to church in -a galliard, and 
come home in a "coranto ? my very walk fhould be. 
a jig ! I would not fo much as make water, but in 
a fink-a-pace! what *doft thou mean? is It a world 
to hide virtues in ? I did think, by the excellent 
conftitution of thy leg, it was form'd under the flar 
of a galliard. 

Sir And. Ay, 'tis ftrong, and it does indifferent " 
well in a flame-colour'd flocking. Shall we fet about : 
feme revejs? 
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Sir To. What fhall we do elfe ? were we not 
born under Taurus ? 

Sir "Ind. r^^r^j /> that's fides and heart *. 

Sir To*. Ne> Sir, it is legs and thighs. Let me fee 
thee caper J ha ! higher : ha, ha !— excellent. 

[Exeunt^ 

SCENE V. 

Changes to tie Palace. 

Enter Valentine, and Viola in Man's Attire. ^ 

VaL If the Duke continue thefe favours towards 
you, Cefario, you are like to be much advancM ; 
he hath known you but three days, and already 
you are no ftrahger. 

(^io. You either fear his humour, or my negli- 
gence, that you call in queftion the continuance o£ 
bis love. Is he inconftant. Sir, in his favours? 

KalJ No, believe me. 

Enter Duke, Curio, and Attendants*- 

Vio. I thank you:' here comes the Duke.. 
Duke. Who law Cefario* hoa?' 
Vio, On your attendance, my Lord^ here- 
Duke. Stand you a- while aloof.— Cefario, 
Thou know'ft lio lefs, but all : I have unclafp'd 
To thee the book ev'n of my fecret foUl : 
Therefore, good youths addrefs thy gait untoherj 
Be not denyM accefs, ftand at her doors. 
And tell them, ihere thy fixed' fo©t fcall grow^ 
Till tl ou have audience. 

Vio. Sure, my noble Lord, 
If ihe te fo abandon'd to her forrow 
I As it is fpoke, flie never will admit me. 

Dufte. Be clamorous, and leap all civil bounds, 
Rather than make unprofited return. 

• Alluding to the medical aftrology ftill prcfervcd in 
almanacks, which refers the fcffcaions of pariicular pans 
«f tl»e body, to the predominance of particular confttU 
ladonst Jobnfin.. 
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Vio, Say I do fpeak with her, my Lord ; what then ? 

Duke, O, then, unfold the jpallion of my love, 
•^urprize her with difcourfe of my dear faith y 
It mall become thee well to aft my woes j 
She will attend it better in thy youth, 
Than in a nuncio of more grave afpe£t. 

Vio. I think not fo, my Lord. 

Duke. Dear lad, believe it : 
F^r they Ihall yet belie thy happy years, 
That fay thou art a man : Diana's lip 
Is not more fmooth and rubious ; thy fmall pip^ 
Is as the maiden's organ, fhrill, and found* 
And all is femblative — ^a woman's part. 
I know thy conflellation is right apt 

For this affair. Some four or fiv^ attend himj 

All, if you \yill ; for I myfelf am beft 
When leaft in company. Profper well in this. 
And thou fhalt live as freely as thy Lord, 
To call his fortunes thine. 

Vio. I'll do my beft 
To woo your Lady ; [i:;irt7 Duke.] yet, O baneful 

. ih-ife! 
.Whoe'er I woo, my felf would fee his wife. [ ExeufU. 

•S C E N JE VI. 
Changes t$ Olivia'j Houfe. 

.Enter Maria and Clown. 

Mar. Nay, either tell me where tkou h^aft been, 
or I will not open my lips fo wide as a briftle may 
- enter, in way .of thy excufc ; my Lady will hang 
thee for thy abfence. 

Ch. Let her hang me ; he that is well hang'd in 
this world, needs fear no colours. 

Mar, Make that good. 

Clo. He fliall fee none to fear. 

Mar, A good lenten anfwer : I can tell thee where 
that faying was bom, of, I fear no colours. 

Clo. Where, good Miftrefs Mary ? 

Mar, In the wars, and that may you be bold to 
fey in your foolery. 
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' C/o. Well, God give them wifdom that have it ; 
4Uid thofe that are fools, let them ufe their talents. 

Mar. Yet you will be hang'd for being fo long 
abfent, or be tuniM awayj is not that as good as 
a hanging to you ? 

Clo Marrj, a good han^ng prevents a bad mar- 
Tiage ; and tor turning away, let fummer bear it out. 

Mar. You are refolure then ? 

Clo. lSk)t fo neither, but I am refolved on two points. 

Mar, That if one break, the other will hold; or, 
if both break, your gafltins fall. 

Clo. Apt, in good faith ; very apt : well, go thy 
way, if Sir Toby would leave drinking, thou wert 
as witty a piece of Eve's flelh as any in Illyria. 

^(zr. Peace, you rogue, no more o'that; here 

> <omes my Lady; make your excufe wifely, you wer« 

tell, lExit. 

SCENE VII. ^- 
Enter Olivia, and Malvalio. 

Clo. Wit, an't be thy wiU, put me ihto good 
foolihg I thofe wits that think they have thee, do 
very oft prove fools i and I, that am fure I lack thee, 
tnay pafs for a wife man. For what faystjuinapalus, 
IBetter be a witty fool than a ibolifh wit. God blefs 
thee, Lady! 

Oli. Take the fool away, 

Clo. Do you not hear, fellows ? take away the 
Lady. 

01$. Go to, y'are a dry fool; Til no more of you-; 
befides you grow diihoneft. " 

Clo. Two faults, Maciona, that drink and good 
coimfel will amend ; for, rive the dry fool drink, 
then is the fool not dry : b a the diflionefl man mend 
himfclf, if he mend, he is no longer diflioneft ; if 
he cannot, let the botcher mend him. Any thing 
that's mended, is but patch'd ; virtue, that trani- 
prefles, is but patch'd with frti ; and fin, that amends, 
is but patch'd with virtue. If that this fimple fyl- 
logifiTfi will ferve, fo; if it will not, what remedy? 
as there is no true cuckold but<;alanu^, fo beauty's 
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a flower : the Lady bade take away the fbol, there« 
£oKy I fay again, take her away. 

0/i. Sir, I bade them take away you. 

CIo, Mi^rifion in the higheft degree.-^— Lady, 
tiKullus non facit monachum y that's as much as to 
iay, I wear not motley in my brain : good Madona^ 
give me leave to prove you a fbol. 

Oli. Can you do it ? 

Ch, Dexteroufly, good Madona. 

OU. Make your proof. 

Glo. I mufl catechize you for it, Madona > good 
my moufe of virtue, anfwer me. 

OU. WeU, Sir, for want of other idlenefs, I'll 
bide your proof. 

Cl6. Good Madona, why moum'd thou? 

O/f . Geed fool, for my brother's death. 

Qlo. I think his foul is in hell, Madona. 

O/f. I know his foul is in heav'n, fool. 

Clo. The more fool you, Madoma, to mourn for 
your brother*s foul being in heav'n. Take away the 
fool, gentlemen. 

OU, What think you>of this fool, Malvolio? doth 
he net mond ? 

MdL Yes, and ihall do, 'till the pangs of dcatl\ 
ihake him* Infirmity, that decays the wife, doth 
ever make better the fool. 

Clo, God fend you. Sir, a fpeedy infirmity, for 
the better increafing your folly ! Sir Toby will be 
fwom, that I am no fox ; but he will not pafs his 
"Word for twopence that you are no focK 

OIL How lay you to that, Malvolio ? ^ ^ 

Mai, I marvel your Ladyfhip takes delight in 
fuch a barren rafcal ; I faw him put down the other 
day with an ordinary fool, that has no more brain 
than a ftone. Look you now, he's out of his guard 
already ; unlefs you laugh and miniftcr occafion to 
him, he is gagg'd. 1 proteft, I take thefe wife men, 
that crow fo at thefe fet kind of fools, no better 
than the fools' Zanies. 

OU. O, you are fick of felf-love, Malvolio, and 
tafte with a diftempeif d appetite. .To be generous, 
guiltlefs, and of free difpofition, is to take thofe . 

Vol. IIL B 
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things for bird-bohs that you deem caniMn-buI* 
lets. There is no dander in an allowM fool, though 
he do nothing but rail ; nor no railing in a known 
difcreet nan, though he do nothing but reprove. 

Clo, Now Mercury indue thee with leafing, for 
thou fpeak'ft well of fools I 

Entir Maria. 

Mir. Madam, there is at the gate a young 
gentleman much defires to fpeak with you. 

Oli. From the Count Oriino, is it ? 

Mar. ' I know not, Madam, ^tis a fair young man. 
And well attended. 

Oli. Who of my people hold him in delay ? 

Mar. Sir Toby, Madam, your uncle.. 

Oli. Fetch him off, I pray you, he fpeaks nothinjg 
but madman : fy on him ! Go you, Mdlvolio ; if it 
be a fuit from the Count, I am fick, or not at home : 
what you will, to difmifs it. [Exit Maivolio.] Now 
you fee. Sir, how your fooling grows old, and peo* 
pie diilike it. 

Clo. Thou had fpoke for us, Madona, as if thy 
elded fon fhould be a fool : whofe ikull Joye cram 
with brains, for here comes one of thy kin hs|i a 
moft weak pia/nater / 

SCENE vni. 

Enter Sir Toby. 

Oli. By mine honour, half drunk. What is ht 
at the gate, uncle ? 

Sir To. A gentleman. 

Oli. A gentleman? what gentleman? 

Sir To. *Ti« a gentleman. Here ^A plague o* 

thefe pickle herring ! how now, fot? 

Clo. Good Sir Toby, 

Oli. Uncle, uncle, how have you come fi> early 
by this lethargy? 

Sir To. Letcheiy! I defy letdiery : there's ofm 
at the gate. 

06, Ajf imurryi what is he? 
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Sir To, Let him be the devil and he will, I care 
not : give me faith, fay I. Well, 'tis all one. [Exiu 

Oli. What's a drunken man like, fool ? 

Clo. Like a droy^n'd man, a fool, and a mad- 
man : one dratight above heat makes him a fool ; 
-the fecond mads him ; and a third drowns, him. 

Oli. Go thou and feek the coroner, ^ and let hhn 
fit o' my micle ; for he's in the third degree of 
drii^; ne's drown'd; go, look after him. 

Clo. He is but mad yet, Madona ; and the fool 
ftail look to the madman. . (^Exii Clown. ^ 

EnUr Malvolio. 

Mai, Madam, yond young fellow fwears he will 
fpeak widi you. 1 told him you were fick ; he takes 
-on him to under iland fo much, and therefore comes 
to {pesk with you. I told him you were aileep ; he 
feems to have a fore-knowledge of that too, and 
therefore coroes to fpeak with you.. What is to be 
(aid to him. Lady ? he's forti£ed againfl any denial* 

Oli, Tell him, he fhall not fpeak with me. 

Mai, He has been told fo ; and he fays, Tie'U 
ftaiid at your door like a fheri^'s pofl, and be the 
fupporter to a bench, but he'll fpeak witii you. 

Oli. What kind o' man is he ? 

Mai, Why, of mankind. 

Oli. What manner of man ? 

MaL Of very ill mannera j he'll fpeak with yon, 
will you or no. 

0/Sr. Of what perfonage and years is he ? 

Mai. Not yet old enough for a man, nor young 
enough for a boy'; as a fquaih is before 'tis a peafe- 
cod, or a codling when 'tis almofl an apple i His 
with him in flanding water between boy and man. 
He is very weil-favour'd, and he {peaks very 
fhrewifhlyj one would think, his mother's milk 
were fcarce out of him. 

OH, Let him approach : call in my gentlewoman. 

Mai, Gentlewoman, my Lady calls. ^Exiu 

B 9 
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SCENE IX. 

Enter Maria. 

9U, Give rat my veil : come^ throw it o'er my faccr; 
We'll once more hear Orfino's embajG^* 

Enter Viola.. 

Vh, The honourable h^y ot the houfe, which 
is fhe ? 

OU, Speak to me, I ihall anfwer for her : your 
will? 

Vio, Moft radiant, exqui/ite, and unmatchable 

beauty 1 pray y.ou,.t€fl me,., if this be the Lady 

of the houie, for I never faw her. I would be loth 
to cafl: away my. fpeech ; for, befides, that it is exi- 
cellently well penn'd, I have taken great pains to 
con it. Good Deauties, let me fuftain no Icornj I 
am very comptiblc, even to the Icall finifler ufage, 

Oli» Whence came you. Sir ? 

Vio. I can lay little more than I have fhidied, 
.and that queftion's out of my part. Good gentle 
one, give me roodeft aiTu ranee, if you be the Lady 
of the houfe, that I may proceed in my I'peedu 

Cf/r. Are you a^omedian P*^ 

Vio, No, my profound heart-; and yet, by the 
l»cry fangs of malice, I fwear, I am not.that I play. 
Are you the lady of the houie? 

on. If I do not ufurp myfelf, I am*, 

Flo. .Moft certain, if yoa are (he, you do ufurp 
5^ourfelf ; for what is yours to bellow, is not yours 
to referve $ but this is from my oomnuiJion. I will 
on with my fpeech in your praife, and then ihew 
you the heart of my mellage. 

OU, Come to what is important in't : I forgive 
jrou the praife. 

Vio, Alas, I took great pains to fhidy. it,, and 'tis 
poetical. 

on. It is the more 'like to be feignld, L pray 
you keep it in. I hciird. you were fawcy at my 
gates ; and I allow'd your approach, rather to won- 
der at you than to hear you. If you be not aad,, 
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he gone; if you have reafon, be brief: 'tis not tha^ 
time of the moon with me, to make one in To fldp- 
ping a dialofi^e. 

Mar. Will jou hoift fail, Sir ; here lyes your way* 

Fio. No, good fwabber, I am to hull here a 
little longer. Some mollification for your giant, 
fwcet Ladr. 

OH, Tell me your mind. 

Vio. I am a meflengcr. 

Oli, Sure,, you have fome hideous matter to de- 
liver, when the courtely of it is fo fearful. Speak 
your office. 

Vh, It alone concerns your car. I bring no 
overture of war, no taxation of homage ; I hold 
the olive in my hand : my words are as full of 
peace as matter* 

0/i. ¥et you began rudely. What are you? 
what would' you? 

Fio. The rudenefs that hath appeared in me, havc^ 
I leamM from my entertainment. What I am^ and 
what I would, are as fecret as maiden-head : to 
your ears divinity; to any other's, profanation. 

Oli. Give us the place alone. [^Exit Maria.] We- 
will hear this divinity. Now Sir, what is youi* text ?' 

Vio. Moft fweet Lady, 

OU, A comfortable dciftrine, and much may be- 
faid of it. Where lyes your text ? 

Fio, In Orfino's bofora. 

Oli. In his bofom ? in what chapter of hk bofom ? 

Fin, To anfwer by the method, in the firft of his ^ 
heart. 

OU. O, I have read it j it is herefy. Have you; 
no more to fay ? 

Fio, Good Madam, let me fee your face. 

OU. Have you any commillion from your Lord 
to negotiate with my face ? you are now oat of 
your text; but we will draw the curtain, and Ihew 
you the pifture. Look you, Sir, fuch a one I wear 
this prelent : is't not well done ? \Unveiling. 

• Fio. Excellently done, if God did all. 

Oli, 'Tis in grain, Sir ; 'r^viH endure wind and:: 
weather. 

B3 ' 
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* Vh, 'Tis beauty truly blent, whofe red and white* 

Nature's own fweet and cunning hand laid on : 

Lady, you are the cruel'fl ihc alive, 

If you wiH kad thefe graces to the grave, 

And leave the world no copy. 

OJi> O Sir, l will not be lo hard-hearted : I will' 
give out diverfe fchedules of my beauty. It flialL 
be inventoried, and every particle and uJtenlil la- 
bell'd to my will. As, funty two lips, indifferently 
red. Item^ two grey eyes, with lids.tb them. Itenty 
one neck, one en in,, and fo forth.. Were you fentr 
hither to praife me ? 

Vio, I fee you, what you are ; you are too proud; 
But if you were the devil, you are fair. 
My Lord and mafter loves you :, O, fuch love 
Could be but recompensed, tho* you were crown'd 
The non-pareil of beauty ! 

Oli, How does he love me ? 

Via. With adorations, with fertile tear*, 
With groans that thunder love, with Cghs of fire. 

Gli, Your Lord does know my mind,. I cannot 
love him ; 
Vet I fuppofe him virtuous, know him noble, 
Of great eftate, of frefh and ftainlefs youth ; 
In voltes well divulg'd; free, learii'd, and valiant-;;; 
And in dimenfi&n> and the fliape of nature, 
A gracious perfon ; but yet I cannot love him ; 
He might have took his anfvver long ago. 

K/o. If I did love you in my maker's flame,. 
With fuch a fuff'ring, fuch a deadly life, 
In your denial I would find no fenfe : 
I would not imderiland it. 

Oli. Whyi what would you do ? 

Vio. Make me a willow cabin, at your gate,. 
And call upon my foul within the houfe ; 
Write loyal canto's of contemned love. 
And fjng them loud even in the dfead of night :. 
Hollow your name to the reverberant^ hills, 
And make the babling goflip of the air 
Cry out,, Olivia ! O, you fliould not reft. 
BetwecBi the elements of air «nd earih,. 
But you fhould pity m©, 
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Oli. You might do much i 
What is your parentage ? 

Vio, Above my fortunes, yet my ftate is wellt 
I am a gentleman. 

OH, Get you to your Lord 5 
I cannot love him : let him fend no more ; 
Unlefs, perchance, you come to- me again. 
To tell me how he takes it ; fare you well : 
I thank you for your pains ; fpend this for me. 

f^io^ I am no fee'd poft. Lady; keep' your purfer 
My raafter, not myfelf, lacks recompence. 
Love make his heart of flint that you ihall love ; 
And let your fervour, like my matter's, be 
PlacM in contempt ! farewell, fair cruelty, [^ExiU 

OIL What is your parentage ? 
Above my^fortun£Sj yet my flate is. nuell ,•— 

/ am a gentleman, »I'll be fwom thou art. 

Thy tongue, thy face, thy lknbs,.aAions aadfpirit^. 

Do give thee nve-folcJ blazon. Not too tafl— » 

foft! foft! 

Unlefs the mafter were the man. How now? 

Even fok quickly may one qatch the plague ? 
Methinfcs t feel this youth's perfections, 
With an invifible and fubti^Q fleaUh, 
To creep in at mine eyes*, Well^ let it be— ^. 
What, ho, Malvolio* — 

Enter MaLvoIio. 

MaL Here, Madam, at your fervicc. 

Oli. Run after that fame peeviih mellenger. 
The Duke's man 5 he left this ring behind him^. 
Would I, or not: tell him,. Til none of it. 
Defire him not to flatter with his Lord, 
Nor hold him up with hopes ; I. am not for him : 
If that the youth will come this way to-morrow, 
I'll give him reafons for't. Hie thie, Malvolio. 

Mak Madam, I will. [Exiti 

on, I do I know not what ; and fear to find 
Mine eye- too great a flatterer for my mind. 
Fate, mew thy force ; ourfelves we do not owe 5. 
What is decreed, muilbe ^ and be this ib ! [EpdU 
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A C T II. S C E N E L 

The Street. 

Enter Antonio aad Sebaftian. 

\^Htonio. 

WILL you ftay no longer? nor will you not 
that I go with you ? 

Seb, By your patience, not my ftars fliine dark- 
ly over me ; the malignancy of my fate might, per- 
haps, diftcmper yours ; therefore I Ihall crave of 
you your leave, that I may bear my evils alone. It 
were a bad rccompence for your love, to lay any 
of them on you. 

Ant. Let me yet know of you, whithcr*you are 
bound. 

Seb, No, in footh, Sir ; my determinate voyage is 
meer extravagancy : but I perceive in you fo excel- 
lent a touch of modefty, that you wiU not extort 
from me what I am willing to keep in ; therefore it 
charges me in manners the rather to exprefsmyfclf :* 
you muft know of me then, Antonio, my name is 
Sebaftian, which" I call'd Rodorigo; xtfy father 
was that Scbaftian of Meflaline. whom, I know, 
you have heard of. He left benind him, myfelf, 
and a fifter, both bom in one hour ; if the heav'ns 
had been pleas'd, would we had fo ended i but 
you. Sir, aher'd that ; for, fome hour before you 
took me from the breach of the fea, was my fkder 
drown'd. 

Ant, Alas, the day \ 

Seb, A lady, Sir, uiough it was faid flic much re- 
fembled me, was yet of many accounted beautiful; 
but though I could not with fuch eflimable wonder 
overfar believe that, yet this far I will boldly pub- 
liih her, ihe bore a mind that envy could not but 
call fair : fhe is drownM already. Sir, with fait wa- 
ter, though I feem to drown her remembrance 
again with more. 
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AnU Pardon me, Sir, 7017 bad entertainixiem^ 
Sih, O good Antonio, forgive me yoiir trouble. 
Ant, If 70U will not i|iurder me for my Jove, 
let me be your fervant. 

Sth, If you will not undo what you have Aimt^ 
tkat is, kill him whom you have cecovar'd, defire 
it not. Fare ye well at ence %. my bofom is fuU cdT 
kindnefs, and I am yet fo near the manners of my 
mother, that upon the leafl occafion more, mine 
eyes wili tell tales of me :. I am bouBd to the Duke 
Orfino^s court ; farewell. ' ££x/t 

Ant. The gentlenefs of all the gods go witkthee! 
I have made enemies in Orfmo^s court, 
Elfe would I very fhortly fee thee there., 
j^pt come what may, I do adore thee fo, 
The danger ihoU fecm.fport,.and 1 will go 

SCENE II. 
^ Enter Viola and MalvoUo,, at fever al doors, 

Mai, Were not you e^.now with the Counteii 
Olivia ? 

Vto. Even now, Sir; on a. moderate pace I have- 
fince arrived but hitHer. 

Mai, She returns this ring to you. Sir ; you. 
might have faved me my pams, to have taken it 
away yourfelf She adds moreover, that you fhould 
put your Lord into a defperate afliirance, flie will 
none of him. Ajijd one thing more, that yoi», be 
never fo hardy to come again in his affairs, unle fs 
it be to report your Lord's takiiig^of this.. Receive 
it fo 

Vh, She took the ring of me ; I'll none of it. 

Mai. Gome, Sir, you peeviihly threw it to her, 
and her will is, it ihould be fo returned : if it be 
worth /looping for, there it lyes in your eye ; if 
not, be it his that finds it. \^Exit^ 

Vi0* I left no ring with her y what means this 
Lady ? 
Fortune forbid, my outfide have not charmM hert 
She made good view of me. \ indeed fo much, 
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That^ fure, methought her eyes had loft her 

tongue f 5 
Jor ihe (^ fpeak in ilarts didradedly ; . 
She loves me, fure ; the cunning of her paflion 
Invites me in this churfifh mef^enger. 
None of my Lord's ring ; why, he Cent her none. 
I am tiie roan — ^If it be ioy (as, 'tis ;) 
Poor Lady, flie were better -love a dream* 
Difguife, I fee thou art a'wickednefs, 
"Wherein the pregnant enemy does much. 
How eafy is it, for the proper felfe 
In women's waxen hearts to fet their forms*! 
Alas, our frailty is thegcaufe, hot we. 
For fuch as we are made, if fuch we be. 
How \yill this fadge ? my mafler loves her dearly^ 
And I, poor monfler, fond as much on him ; 
And fhe midaken feems to doat on me. 
What will become of this? as I am man^ 
My ftate is defperate for my mafter's love ; 
As I am woman, (now, alas the day !) 
What thriftlejfs iighs fliall poor Olivia breathe? 
O time, thou muft untangle this, not I j 
It is too hard a knot for me t'unty. [Exif, 

SCENE HI. 
Changes to Olivia'/ ffoujfe^ 

Enter Sir Toby, and Sir Andrew. 
Sir To. Approach, Sir Andrew : not to be a*bed 

^ We fay a man lofes his compapy, when they so odc 
way and he goes another. So Olivia's tongue Zfl her 
eyes ; her tongue was talking of the Duke, and her eyes 
gazing on hit mefTenger. jSbnfin. 

* This is obfcure. The meaning if, hovf eajy is ^/Me 
$9 -women; ho'w csAlj doc% their &wn faiffboodt contained 
in their -waxen changeable bearts, enable diem to afliime 
deceitful appearances. 

The two next lines are perhaps tranipoied, aad ihould 
be read thus : 

For fuch as we are madfi iffach ve he^ 
. 4i(ilt 0>(r yr«%, is the cat^e, mt vtu 
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after midhight. Is to be up betimes ; and Dilaeuh 
furgercy thou know'{^— - 

Sir And. Nay, by my troth, I know not : but I 
know^ to be up late, is to be up late. 

Sir To, A falfe c(mclu(ion : I hate it, as an un* 
Wd cann ; to be up after midnight, and to go to 
bed then, is early ; fo that to go to bed after mid* 
night, is to go to bed betimes. Does not our life 
confift of the four elements ? 

Sir And, 'Faith, fo they fay ; but, I think, it ra- 
ther cooiifls of eating and drinking. 

Sir To. Th'art a icnolar, let us therefore eat and 
drink. . Maria ! I fay ! a floop of wine« 

Enter Clown. 

Sir And. Here comes the fool, i' faith* 

Clo. How now, my hearts ? did you never fee the 
pi4^ure of we three ? 

Sir To, Welcome, afs, now let's have a catch. 

Sir And, By my troth, the fool has an excellent 
breafL I had rather than forty fhilHogs I had fuch 
a \e%^ and fa fweet a breath to iin^ as the fool has. 
In tooth, thou wafl in vexj ^aaous fooling lafl 
nigl^ when thou fpok'fl oi Pigrogromitus, of die 
Vapians pafling the equinoftial of (^eubus : 'twas 
very good, i' faith : I fent thee fix-pence forthy 
leroan, had'fl it ? 

Chn I did impeticos * thy gratility 5 for Makolio's 
nofe is no whijp-ftock. My Lady has a white hand, 
and the Myrmidons are no bottle-ale boufes. 

Sir And, Excellent : why, this is the bed fooling, 
when all is done. Now, a fong 

Sir To, Come on, there'^ fix-pence for you. Let's 
have a fong. 

Sir And, There's a telbil of me too \ if one 
knight give a 

Clo, Would you have a love-fong, or a fong of 
.good life ? 

Sir To, A love-fong, a l6ve-f<Mig. 

JSir And. Ay, ay, I care not for good life. 

\ 
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'Clown Jtttgs, 

fO miflrtfs mine^ where are you roaming.? 
O flay and hear^ your true lovers comings 

That can fing both high and low. 
Trip no further ^ pretty fweetingy 
Journey'^ s end in lovtr^s meetings 

Every wife man^s fon doth Jinoiiu 

Sir And, Excellent good, P. faith 1 
Sir To. Good, gool 

Clo, WhatJs lave<f* Uis not hereafter^ 

Prefent mirth hath prefent laughter^ 't 

Whafs to comey is flilt unfure : 
In delay there lyes no plenty^ 
Then come kifs me^ fweet^ and Pwewty ; 
YoutHs a fluff will not endure. 

Sir And. A mellifluous voice, as I. am .a true 
«l?night. 

Sir To, A contagioufe'breath. 

Sir And, Very Iweet and contagious, i' faith. 

Sir, To, To hear by the nofe, it is dulcet in con- 
tagion- . But (hall we make the welkin dance, in- 
deed ? Shall we rouze the night-owl, in a catch 
that will draw thee fouls out erf one weaver ? Ihall 
we do that ? 

Sir And, Aai you Jove dm, iet's do't : I am a dog 
at a.€atch« 

Clo, By'r lady, Sir, and fome dogs will catch welL 

Sir And, Moil certain ? let oujr catch be. Thou 
knave, 

Clo,. Hold thy peace y thou knave^ knight. I fhall 
be conftrainM in't, to call thee knave, knight. 

Sir And, 'Tis not the firft time I have.conftrain- 
cd one to call me knave. Begin, fboL; it begins^ 
Hold, thyiPeace, 

Clo, I Thall never begin, if I bold my peace. 

Sir And. Good, i' faith; -come, begin. 

\They fing a catch *• 

* Tthk catchvit loft« Johfffia. 
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S C E ]^ E IV. 

Enter Maria. 

Mar. What a catterwauling do you keep here ? 
If my Lady have, not call'd up her fteward, Mai- 
yolio, and bid him turn you out of doors, never 
truft me. 

Sir To, My Lady's a Catayan, we are politicians, 
Malvolio's a Peg-a-Ramfey, and Three merry men 
-be tve. Am not I a confanguineous ? am not I of 
her blood? T///;' valley f , Lady I there d-welt a man 
in Babylon^ lady^ lady, L^i^giffS* 

Ck. Beihrew me, the knight's in admirable 
fooling. 

Sir And. Ay, he does well enough if he be*dif- 
pos'd, and fo do I too : he does it with a better* 
vgrace, but I do it more natural. 

Sir To. Oy the twelfth day of December j-^Singing, 

Mar» For the love o' God, peace. 

Eifter Malvolio. 

Mai, My mafters, are you mad ? or what are 
you ? have you no wit, manners, nor honefty, but 
to cabbie like tinkers at this time of night ? do ye 
make an alehoufe of my Lady's houfe, that ye fqueak 
out your coziers * catches without any mitigation 
or remorfe of voice ? is there no refpeft of place, 
.perfons^ nor time in you? 

Sir To. We did keep time, Sir, in our catches. 
Sneck up ! [Hiccoughs, 

Mai. Sir Toby, I muft be round with you. .My 
^ady bade me tell you, that tho' flic harbours yoiu 
.as her uncle, file's nothing ally'd to your diforders. 
If you can fepar^te yourlfelf and your mifdemea- 
nors, you are welcome to the houfe : if not, an it 
would pleafe you to take leave of her, flie is very 
-willing te bid you farewell. 

• Ttllj valley was an mtcrjc6kion of contempt, which 
sit Thomas More*s lady is recorded to have had very 
often in her mouth. Jobnfon, 
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Sir To. Farewell J dear hearty fince I muft needs be 
gone, 

Mai, Nay, good Sir Toby. . 

Clo. His eyes do JbeiUy his days are almqfl done. 

Mai, Is't even fo ? 

Sir To, But I will never die. 

Clo, Sir Toby, there you lie. 

M(t'l' This is much credit to you. 

Sir To. Shall I bid him go P [Singing* 

Clo. What an if you do? 

Sir To. Shall I bid him g»y and /pare not? 
' Clo. O no, noj no, you dare not. 

Sir To, Out o' time, Sir, ye He : art thou any 
more than a fteward ? doft thou think, becaufe thou 
art virtuous, there fhall be no more cakes and ale ? 

Clo, Yes, by St Anne ; and ginger fhall be hot 
r th' mouth too. 

Sir Tq. Thou'rt P th' right.— Go, Sh*, rub your 
chain with crums. — A ftoop of wine, Maria. 

Mai, Miftrefs Mary, if you priz'd my Lady's fa- 
vour at any thing more than contempt, you would 
not give means for this uncivil rule : fhe ihall know 
of it, by this hand. ^Exit. 

Mar, Go (hake your ears. 

Sir And. 'Twere as good a deed as to drink when 
3. man's a-iiungry, to challenge him to the field, 
and then to break promife with him, and qjake a 
fool of him. 

Sir To. Do*t, knight, PlI write thee a challenge: 
or I'll deliver thy indignation to him by word of 
mouth. 

Mar, Sweet Sir Toby, be patient for to-night ; 
fmce the youth of the Duke's was to day with my 
Lady, fhe is much out of quiet. For Monfieur 
MalvoHo, let me alone with him : if I do not gull 
him into a nayword, and make him a common re- 
creation, do not think I have wit enough to ly 
flraight in my bed : I know I can do it. 

Sir To. PofTefs us, poffefs us, tell us fomething 
of him. f , 

Mar. Marry, Sir, fometimes he is a kind of a 
Puritan. 
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.Sir And^ O, if I thought that, I'd beat him like 
a dog. 

Sir To, What, for being a Puritan ? thy cxqui- 
Gte reafon, dear knight. 

Sir And. I have no exquifite reafon for't, but I 
liave reafon good enough. 

Mar, The devil a Puritan that he is, or any 
thing coiiftantly but a time-pleafer ; an affeiflion'd * 
afs, that cons ftate without book, and utters it by 
great fwaths ; the beft pcrfuaded of hhnfclf ; io 
cram'd, as he thinks, with excellencies, that it 
is his ground of faith, that all that lopk on him, 
love him : and on that vice in him will my revenge 
find notable caufe to work. 
Sir To, What wilt thou do ? 
Ji^ar, I will drop in his way fome obfcure epifUes 
of love, wherein, by the colour of his beard, the 
fliape of his leg, the manner of his gait, the ex- 
preilure of his eye, forehead, and completion, he • 
lliaJl find himfelf mofl feelingly perfonated. I can 
write very like my Lady, your niece ; on a forgot- 
ten matter we can hardly make diltinftion of our 
hands. 

Sir To, Excellent I I fmell a device. 

Sir And. I have't in my nol'e too.' 

Sir To, He (hall think by the letters that thou 
wilt drop, that they come from my niece, and 
that file is in love with him. 

Mar, My purpofc is, indeed, a horfe of that co- 
lour. ^ . 

Sir And, And. your horfe now would make him 
an afs. '» • 

Mar, Afs, I doubt not. 

Sir And- O, 'twill be admirable.. ^ 

Mar,t Svort royal, I warrant vou; I know my 
phyfic will work with hlwi. I will plant you two, . 
and let the fool make a third, where he Ihall find 
the letter: obferve his conftrudlon of it. For this 
night to bed, and dream on the event. Farewell. 

• AffidMdi for full of affeaation. Warhrtou0 
C 3 
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Sir To, Good night, Penthe/ilea. 

Sir And* Before me, fhe's a gotod wench. 

Sir Ti>, She's a beagle, truci-bred, .and one that 
adores me: what o* that? 

Sir And, I was ador'd once too. 

Sir To, Let's to bed, knight.— Thou hadft need * 
fend for more money. 

Sir And, If I cannot recover your niece, I am a 
fold way out. 

Sir To, Send for money, kni^t ; if th9U haft her - 
. not i' th' end, call me Cut. 

Sir And.' If I do not, never truft me, take it how 
, you will. 

Sir To, Come, come, I'll go bum fome fack; 'tis- 
too late to go to bed now. Come, knight $ come, . 
knight. [Exeunt ^ . 

, S G E N E V. 

Changes to the Palace. 

Enter Duke, Viola, Curio, and others. , 

Duke, Give me fome mufienow. — Good morrow^, 
friends — 
Now, good Cefario, but that piece of fong. 
That old and antique fong, we heard laft, night : . 
Methought it did relieve my paffion much ; 
More than light airs, and recoUedcd terms . 
Of thefe moft briik and giddy-paced times. • 

— Come, but one verfc. 

Cur, He is not here, fb pleafe your Lordship) that 
fhould King it. 

Duke, Who was it ? • 

Cur, Fefte, the jefter, my Lord, a fool that the- 
Lady Olivia's father took much delight in. He is 
' about the houfe. 

Duke, Seek him out, and play the time the while, . 
[Ex, Curio. [Mufic. . 
—Come hither, boy. If ever thou ihalt love^ 
In )the fweet pangs of it, remember me j 
For fuch as I am, aU true lovers are ; 
•Unftaid and (kittifh in all motions elfe, 
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Save in the conftant image of the creature 
That is belov'd. — How doft thou like this tune? 

Vso, It gives a very echo to the feat 
Where love is thron'd. 

DuJ^e. Thou doft fpeak mafterly. 
My life upon*t, young tho' thou art, thine eye 
Hath ftaid upon forae favour that it loves : 
Hath it not, l>oy ? 

Vie. A little, by your favour. 

lyuke. What kind of woman is't ? 

Vio. Of your compleiflion. 

Duke. She is not worth thee then. What vears, 
i' faith? , ' 

Vio, Abotit your years, my Lord. 

DuAe. Too old, by heav'n : let ftill the woman take 
An elder than herfjlf, fo wears /he to him 5 
So fways fhe level m her hufband's heart. 
For, boy, howeyer we do praife ourfelves, 
Our fancies are more giddy and unfirm. 
More longing, wavering, fooner loft and w<ui, 
Than women's are. 

Vio, I think it well, my Lord. 

Duke, Then let thy love be younger than thyfelf, 
Or thy a(Feftion cannot hold the bent : 
For women are as rdfes, whofe fair flower 
Being once difplay'd, doth fall that very hour. 

Vio, And fo they are : alas that ihey are fo, , 
To die even* when they to perfedlion grow ! 

Enter Cm'io and Clown. 

Duke, O fellow, come.— The fong we had laft 

night, 

Mark it, Celario,.lt is old and plain ; 

The fpinfters and the knitters in the fun. 

And the free maids that Weave their thread with 

bones, 
Do ufe to chaunt it : it is filly footh, 
And dallies with the innocence of love, 
Like the old age. 

Clo, Are you ready. Sir ? 

Duke. Ay -, pr'ythee, fmg, {jMuJic. 

G 3 
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S O N G. 

Come aivay, come atuay^ death,. 

And in fad cyprefs let me be laid ; 
Fly away, fly away, . breath, 

I am flain by a fair cruel maid. 
' My Jbroivd of ivhitey Jiuck all -with yeiv^^ 

prepare it. 
My part of death no one fo true 

Did Jbare it; 
Not a flpTver, not a flov)er fiveet^ 

On my black coffin let there be ftrown : ■ 
Not a friend, not a friend greet 

M)^ poor corpfe, TV here my bones /ball be thrcrwn,'^ 
A thoufand thoufand fighs to fave, 

Lay me\ 01 -where - 
True lover never find my grave y .. 

To vjeep there. 

Duke. There's for thy pains, 

Clo. No pains, Sir^ I take pleafure in finging. Sir. ~ 

Duke. I'll pay thy pleafure then. 

Clo. Truly, Si% and pleafure will be {)aid one time- 
or other. -^ 

Duke. Give me now leave to leave thee. 

Clo. Now the melancholy God proteft thee, and ^ 
the tailor make thy doublet of chaneeable tafiata, 
for thy mind is a very opal f ! I would have men of 
fuch conftancy put tp fea, that their bufinefs might 
be every thing, and their intent every where ; for 
that's it that always makes a good voyage of no« 
thing. Fai^Bwell. [Exit* 

SCENE VI. 

Duke. Let all the refl give place. [Exeunt. 

Once more, Cefario, 

Get thee to yond fame fovereign Cruelty : 
Tell her, my love, more noble than the world, 
Prizes not quantity of dirty lands ; 
The parts that fortune hath beftow'd upon her, 

t A prcciottf ftonc of almoA all colours* ]?ope. 
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Tell her, I hold as giddily as fortune : 
But 'tis that miracle, and Queen of gems, 
That tiature pranks her in, attrafts my foul. . 

Vio, But if ihe cannot love you, Sir 

Duke, I cannot be fo anfwer'd. 

Fio. Sooth, but you muil. 
S^y, that fome Lady, as, perhaps, there is, . 
Hath for your love as great a pang of heart 
As you have for Olivia : you cannot love her ; : . 
You tell her fo 5 muft ihe not* then be anfwerM ? 

Duke. There is no woman's fides 
Can bide the beating of fo ibong a pailion; 
M love doth give my heart : no woman's heart 
So big to hold fo much ; , they lack retention*- 
Alas, their love may be call'd appetite r 
No motion of the liver, but the palate, 
That fufiers furfeit, cloyment, and revolt j - 
But mine is all as hungry as the fea, 
Aiid can digefl as much ; make no compare > 
Between that love a woman can bear me, . 
Aad that I- owe Olivia. 

yio. Ay, but I know^ 

Duke.VfhsLt dofl thou know ? 

Vio. Too well what love women to men may owe^ ; 
In faith, they are as true of heart as wc. 
My father had a daughter }ov'd a man, 
•As it might be, perhaps, .were I a woman,^ 
-I ihould your Lordihip. 

Duke, And what's her hiftory ? 

Vio, A blank, my Lord : She never told her Idv«, 
But let concealment, like a worm i'th'bud, 
Peed on her damaik cheek : fhe pin'd in thought^ 
And, with a green and yellow melancholy, . 
She fat like Patience on a monument, 
Smiling at grief. Was not this love, indeed ? 
We men may fay more, fwear more ; but, indeed, 
Our (hows arc more than will ; for ftili we prove 
Much in our vows, but little in our love. 

Duke, But dy'3 thy fifter of her lovf, my boy? 

Vio, I'm all the daughters of my fetter's houfe. 
And all the brothers too — and yet I know not— • 
Sir, ihall I to this Lady ? 
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Duke, Ay, that's the theme. 
To her in hafte ; give her this jewel : fay, 
My love can give no place, bide no dtnay^lExetmU- 

SCENE vir. 

Changes to Olivia'/ Garden. 

Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian; 

Sir To. Come thy ways, Signor Fabian. 

Fab. Nay, I'll come j if I lofe afcruple of this fport,. 
let me be ijoil'd to death with melancholy. 

Sir To* Would'ft thou not be glad to have th« 
niggardly rafcallyflieep- biter come by fome notable 
fliame ? 

Fab. I would exult, man : you know he brought 
me out of favour with my Lady, about a bear -bait- 
ing here. ^ 

Sir To. To anger him, we'll have the bear again ; 
and we will fool him black and blue j (hall we not,. 
Sir Andrew? 

A> And. An we do not, it's pity of bur livesr 

Enter Maria. 

Sir To-. Here comes the little villain-., how now, 
my nettle of India ? 

Mdr. Get ye all three into the box tree ; Mai- 
volio's coming do wn-th is walk; he has been yonder 
i'th' fun pradiling behaviour to his own fliadow 
this half hour. Obferve him, for the love of mock- 
ery ; for I know this letter will make a contera- 
I)lative idiot of him. Clofe, in the name of jefting! 
ye thou there ; for here comes the tro«> that muft 
be caught wiih- tickling. 

[Throws down a letter y and exit. 

SCENE vni. 

Enter Malvolio. 

Mai. 'Ti* but fortune, all is fortune. Maria 
onc^ told me, (he did aifeft me ; and I have heard 
herfelf come thus near, that iliould ihe fancy, it 
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ihould be one of my completion. Beiides, .fhe ufes 
me with a more exalted reipeA than any one ^Ife 
chat follows her. What ihould I think on't ? 

Sir To. Here's an over-weening rogue.—-— — 

Fab, Oy peace : contemplation makes a rare tur- 
key-cock. oF him; how he j^ts under his advanced < 
ghims! 

Sir Andi *Slife, I could fo beat the rogue.- 

Sir To, Peace, I fay. 

Mai. To be Count Malvolio, 

Sir To. Ah, rogue ! 

Sir And. Piflol him, ^iflol him. 

Sir To. Peace, peace. 

Mai. There is example for't : the Lady of the. 
Strachy married the yeoman of th^ wardrobe. 

Sir And. Fie on him, Jezebel ! ' 

Fab. O, peace, now he's deeply in ; lo(^ ho^ 
Hna^nation blows him. 

Mai. Haying been three months married to her, 
letting in my &te ■ ■ 

Sir To. O for a flone-bow, to hit him in fhe 
eye!— — 

Mdl. Calling my officers abbut me, in my branched ' 
velvet gown ; having come down from a day bed^ . 
where I have left Olivia deeping. 

Sir To. Fire and brimftone ! 

Fab. O, peace, peace. 

Mai. And then to have the humour of ftate;, 
and after a demiure travel of regard, telling them, . 
I 'know my place, as I would they ihould do theirs— 
t© alk for my uncle Toby- 

Sir To. Bohs and ihackles I 

Fab* Oh, peace,. peace, peace; now, now. 

MaL Seven of my people with an obedient ftart 
make out for him: I frown the while, and, per- 
chance, wind up, my watch, or play with lome rich 
jewel. Toby approaches, curtiies there to me. 

Sir To. Shall this fellow live ? 

Fab. Tho' our iilence be drawn from us with 
cares, yet, peace. 

. Mai. I extend my hand to him thus ; auenching 
my famiK^fmile with an auilere regard of^controul.. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



34 TWELFTH-NIGHT: or, AaiL 

Sir To, And docs not Toby take you a blow o' 
th' lips then? 

MaL Saying, uncle Toby, my fortunes having 
caft me on your niece, give me this prerogative of 
speech 

i5'/r To. What, what? 

MaL You muft amend your drunkennefs. 

Sir To,. Out, fcab. 

Fab, Nay, patience, or we break the finews of' 
our plot. 

MaL Befides, you waflc the trcafurc of your 
time with a fooliili knight ■ • 

Sir And, That's me, I warrant you. 

MaL One Sir Andrew, ^ 

Sir And* I knew 'twas I ; for many do call mc 
fool. 

MaL What employment have we here ? 

{flaking up the letter. 

Fab, Now is the woodcock near the gin. 

Sir To, Oh peace ! nowthe Ipirit of humours in*. 
timate reading aloud to- him I 

MaL By my life, this is my Lady's hand : ihefe 
be her very C\ her i7's, and her Ps, and thus 
makes flie her great P's. It is, in contempt of que» 
ilion, her hand. 

Sir And, Her C's, her Vs^ and her T^% :. why 
that ? 

Mai. To the unknr'ivn bcioiPdy thiSy and my good 
'wi0es^ her very phrafes. By your leave, wax. Sofd 
and the irapreflure her Lucrece, with which fhe 
ufes to ital; 'tis my Lady: to wliom fhould this be ? 

Fab. This wins him, liver and all. 
Mai. Jovt knonus I hve^ but ivho 

Lips do not mcvej no man muft know. 

No man muft know what follows ? the number** 

alter'd no man muft know if this fliould be- 

thee, Malvolio? 

Sir To. Marry, hang thee, brock ! 
Mai. / may command^ where I adote ; 
But fiJence^ like a Lucrece knifey 

With bkodiefs flroke mf heart doth gorey 
M* O. A. L dath f'may my life*. 
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Fab. A fuftian riddle. 

•Sir To. Excellent wench, fay I. 

Mai. M. O. A, L doth fway n\y life— ftay, but 

firft, let me fee let me fee 

Fab, What a di/h of poifon has ihe drefs'd him ? 
Sir To, And with what wing the ftannyel chocki 
at it ? 

Mai. I may command -where I adore. Why, /he 
may command me : I ferve her, flie is my Lady« 
Why, this is evident to any * formal capacity. 

There is no obftruftion in this and the end 

what fhould that alphabetical pofition portend ? if 
I could make that referable fomething in me ? foftly 

M, O. A, L ' 

Sir To, O, ay 1 make up that ; he is now at a 
cold fcent. 

Fab. Sowter will cry upon't for all this, tho' it 
he not as rank as a fox. 

Mai. M.—Maholio M. why, that begins 

my name. 

Fab. Did not I fay, he would work it out ? tlie 
xur is excellent at faults. 

Mai. M. But then there is no confonancy in the 
fequel ; That fufFers under probation : A ihould 
•follow, but O does. 

Fab, And f jQiall end, I hope. 
Sir To, Ay, or I'll cuclgel him, and make him 
cry, O, 

Mai. And then / comes behind. 
Fab. Ay, and you had any eye behind you, you 
might fee more detraction at your heels than for- 
tunes before you. 
Mai. M. O. A, L — ^This fimulation \ is not as the 

former and yet to crufli this a little, it would 

bow to me, for every one of thefe letters is in ifiy 

name. Soft, here follows profe If this fall into 

thy hand^ reniohe. In my ftars I am above ihesj .but 

^* Formal^ for common. Warhurton. 
t By is here meant, what wc now call a hempen 
4»lar, Johnfon. 

\ SimuH^tion for refemhlance^ 
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'be not afraid <jf greatnefs; fome are born greaty 
fome atchieve greatnefs^ and fome have greatnefs 
thrujl upon them. Thy fates open their hands j let 
thy blood and fpirit embrace them ; and to inure thy^ 
f elf to lohat thou art like to be^ cafl thy humble 
floughy and appear frejh. Be oppofite -with a kinf" 
many furly ivith fervants : let thy tongue tang ar^ 
guments rfflate; put thy f elf into the trick of fin^ 

fularity. She thus advifes thee^ that fighs for thee* 
lemember who commended thy yellov) JhckingSy and 
tuijb^d to fee thee ever crofs-garter^d, ^ ff^yt ^^^ 
member ; go to^ thou art niade^ if thou deftrefl to be 
fo : if not^ let me fee thee a fleward ftilly the fel-^ 
lov) of fervantSy and not toorthy to touch fortune^ s 
fingers. Farewell. She, that would alter fervices 
with thecy the fortunate and happy -^ Day-light and 
^champion difcovers no more : this is open. I will 
be proud, J will read politic authors, I will baffie 
Sir Toby, I will wafh off grofs acquaintance, I will 
be point de vice, the very man. I do not now fool 
myielf, to let imagination jade me ; for every rea- 
fon excites to this, that my Lady loves me. She 
did commend my yellow (lockings of late, 'ihe did 
praifemy leg, being crofs-garter*d; and in- this (he 
manlfefh herfelf to my love, and with a kind of 
injunftion drives me to thefe habits of her liking. 
I thank my ftars, I am happy: I will be (hange, 
ftout, in yellow ftockings, and crofs*gartcr*d, even 
with the fwiftnefs of putting on. Jove, and my 
ilars be praifed! — ^Here is yet a poftfcript. Thou 
canfl not chufe but know who I am .• ^ thou enter -^ 
tainefl my love^ let it appear in thy fmiling ; thy 
fmiles become thee well. Therefore in my prefence 

JHll fmiUy dear my jweety I tr'*ythee, Jove, I 

thank thee ! I will finile, I will do every thing that 
thou wilt have me. C^**^ 

Fab, I will not pvc my part of this fport for a 
pension of thoufands to be paid from the Sophy. 

Sir To, I could marry this wench for this device. 

Sir And, So could I too 

Sir To, And alk no other dowiy with her, but 
fuch another jeft. 
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S C E N E IX. 

Et^er Maria. 

Sir And. Nor I neither. 
• Fab, Here comes rof noble ,gull-catcher. 

Sir To. Wilt thou fct thv foot o* n^ neck ? 

Sir And. Or tP mine cither i 

Sir To. Shall I play my freedom at tfay-trip f , 
and become thy b'ohd-Aave ? 

Sir And, I'faich, or I either? 

Sir To.. Why, thou: baft put him in fuch a dream, 
that when the image ^f it leaves him, he muft rua 
mad. 

Mar. Isfay, but fay true, does it work upon him > 

Sir To. Like aauayitsp wkh a midwife. 

Mar. If vou will then fee the fruits of the fport, 
mark his nrft approach before my Lady : he will 
4»ine to her in yellow flockings, and 'tis a colour 
{he abhors 5 and crofs-garter'd, a fafhion flie de-' 
te/bs y and he will £[nile upon her, which will now 
'be fo unfuit£lble to her difpofition, being addifted 
to a melancholy, as fhe is, that it cannot but turn 
Mm into a notable contempt : if you will fee if, 
follow me« 

Sir To. To the gates of Tartar, tiiou moft ex- 
'ceUent devil of wit ! » 

Sir And. Til make one too. {ExeunU 

ACT JII. . S C ^ N E L 
OliviaV Garden^ 



Enter Viola and Clown* > 

Viola. 

Ave thee, friend, and thy mufio^ Doft thou liw 
thy tabor? 



OAvc 
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f Mr Stevens fuppofcs tray-trip to have been a gime 
then in faihion. 

Vol. m. P 
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Clo, No, Sir,. I live.ty the church, - 

Kio. Art thcma churchfnan? 

Clo, No fuch matter, Sirj I do live by the church; 
for I do live at my houfe, arid my houfe doth flanfl 
fey the churchc 

r/o. So thou may^' fay the king lyes by a beg- 
gar, if a beggar dwell near . him ; or the church 
ilands by thy tabor, if thy tabor (land shy the 
church. 

Clo. You have faid, Sir.- — To fee ihis iige !-<— 
A fentcnce is but a cheVVil glove * to- a good wit ; 
how qukldy'the -wrong fid© may be turned ^out- 
ward ? 

K/o. Nay, that's certain ; they that dally nicely 
■with words, may quickly make them wanton. 

Clo, I wooild, therefore, my fiAer had had no 
name, Shr, 

Vio. iWhy, maa? 

Clo, Why, Sir^ heriwm^'s a-word; and to dally 
with that word, . might make my iifter wanton : 
but indeed -.woydsiare very rafcals, fince b<Mid&.dif- 
gra6M them. 

Vh^ Thy reafon, man ? 

■■ Clo, Troth, Sir, I can yield you none without 
words ; and Words are grown fo falfe, I am loth to 
prove reafon with them. 

Vio, I warrant thou art a aierry fellow, and cat* 
reft for nothing. ' 

Clo, Not fo. Sir, I do care for fomething ; but, 
in my^-confcience, Sir, I do not car ^ for jomi if 
that be to care for nothing. Sir, %! would it -would 
make you invifible. 

Vio, Art not thou the Lady OKvia's fool ? 

Clo, No indeed, Sir; the Lady Olivia has no 
folly J • (he will keep no fool, Sir, 'till (he be mar- 
ried ; and fools are as like hufbands, as pilchers 
are to herrings ; the hufband's the bigger. I am, 
indeed, noj: her fepl^ but her corrupter of words^ 

Vio, I faw thee late at the Duke Orfino's 

> Clo, Foolery, Sir, does walk about the orb like 

* A glove made of a kid*s (kia. 
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the fun; it ihines erery where. I would he forrf. 
Sir, but the fool ihould he as oft with jour mader, 
as with my nuftreis : I think I faw your wifdozQ 
there/ 

Fio: Nay, an thou pafs upon me, Pll no more 
with thee. Hold, there's ezpences for thee. 

Ch. Now. Jove, in his next commodity of hair, 
fend thee a iJeard ! 

Vh. By my troth, I'll tell thee, I am ahnoft fick 
for one, though I would not have it grow on my 
chin. Is thy lady within ? 

Clo Wbuld not a- pair of thefe have bred. Sir ? 

Vio. Yes,, being kept together, and put to ufe. 

do, I would pla^Lord Plndams of Phrygta, Sir, 
to bring a Creffida to this Troilus. 

V^io,' I-underffcmd you, Sir 3 ^(is -well begg'd. 

Clo. The matter, I Jiope, is not great. Sir; beg- 
. ging but a beggar : Crelfida was- a* beggar. My 
lady is within, Sir ; I will confter to them whence 
you come : who you are, and what you would, is 
out of my welkin -, I might fay element ; Iwit the 
word is over-worn. ^ [^Exit. 

Vio This fellow is wife enough to play the fool^- 
And^to do that well, craves a kind of wit \^ 
He mufl oblerve their mood on whom he jefls, 
The quality of the perfons, and the time ; 
^d, like the haggard, check at every feather 
T^at comes before his eye. This is a praAice 
As fiill of labour as a-wife man's* art : 
For folly, that he wifely fliews, is fit ; 
But wife men's foUy faU'A *, quite taints thicir wit, 

SCENE- II. 

Enter Sir Toby ahd Sir Andrew. 

Sir And. Save you, gentleman. 

Vio. And you, Sir. 

Sir To. Dieu vout guardgy Mqpfieur» 

Vio. Et vous aujji 5 votre f&rvitem.. ' 

Sir T^, 1 hopej Sirj you are ; and I am yours,—— 



P Folly ihcmtu Hanmtr. 
D a 
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Will you encoimter the houfe? my niece » deix- 
Tous you fliould enter, if your trade be to her, . 

Vio. I am bouad to your niece, Siri I niean, fbe 
is ihe lift of my voyage. 

Sir To, Tafte your Icgs^ Sir., put them to motion. 

Vio. My legs do better underftand me. Sir, than 
I underfland ^bat you mean by bidding me tafle 
my legs. 

Sir To, I mean to go; Sir, to enter. 

Viom I will anfwer you with gait and entran€i(» 
But we are prevented. 

Enter Olivia af/d Maria. 

Mofl excellent accompliih'd lady, the heav'ns rain 
odours on you ! 

Sir And, That youth's a rare courtier ! r4in 
odours ? well. 

Vio, My matter hath no voice, Lady, but to youF 
own moA pregpant and vouch&fed ear. 

Sir And, Odours, pr/egnant, and voucbfafed!— 
ril get 'em all three ready. 

Oli, Let the garden door be fhut, and leave me 
to my bearing. • 

[iSifw//; Sir Toby^ Sir Andrew, and Maiia. 

S. C EN E III. 

Give me your hand. Sir, 

Vio, My duty, Madam, and moft hiraible fervid©. 

OU, What is your name ? 

Via, Gefario is your fervant'sname, fair Princefs. 

0/;* My fervant, S;r ? 'Twas never merry world. 
Since lowiy feigning was call'd compliment ; 
Y' are fervant to the Duke Orfino, j^uih. 

Via,, And he is yours, and hisjnuA needs, be yours i 
Your fervant's fervant is your fervant, Madam. 

Oli, For him, I think not on him : for his thoughls^ 
'Would they were blanks, rather thanfill'd with me ! 

Via Madam, I come to whet your gentle thoughts 
On his behalf. 

QU, O, by your leaver I pray you y ■ j- 
I bade you never fpeak agam of him. 
But would you undertake another fuit> 
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I'd rather hear you to follicit that, 
Than mufic from the fpheres. 

Vio. Dear Lady. 

Oli. Give me leave, I befeech you : I did fend^ 
' After the lafl enchantment, (^rou did hear), 
A ring in chafe of you« So did I abufe 
M3rfefi', my fervant, and, I fear me, you : 
Under your hard con(bru£tion muft I fit. 
To force that on you .in a ihameful cunning. 
Which you knew none of yours. What might you 

think? 
Have: you not fet mine honour at the flake, 
And baited it with all th' unmuzzled thoughts 
That tyrannous heart can think ? To one of your 

receiving * 
Enough is fliewn ; a cyprus f , not a bofom, ' 
Hides my poor heart. So let us hear you fpeak. 

Vio. I pity you. 

Olh That's a degree to love* 

Viff. No, not a grice ; for 'tis a vidgar proof, 
That very oft we pity enemies. 

Oli, Why then, methinks, 'tis time to fmile again ; 
O world, how apt the poor are to be proud 1* 
If one fhould be a prey, how much the better 
To fall before the lion, than the wolf! [Clock flr ikes* 
The clock upbraids me with the wafte of time. 
Be not afraid, good youth, I will not have you ; ^ 
And yet when wit and youth are come to harvefl, . 
Your wife is like to reap a proper man. 
There lyes your way, due weft. . 

Vio^ Then weftward hoe :-r— • 
Grace and good difpofition- attend you^ Ladyfliip ; 
you'U nothing, Madamj to my Lord by me? 

Oli, Stay ; pr'ythee tell me what thou think'il 
of me? 

P7i». That you do. think you are not what you arc 

OU, If I think fo, I think the fame of you. 

Vio, Then think you rigjjt, I am not what I am. 

Oli, I would you were as I would have you be[ 

• i. e. To one of your fwrfjr dpprehenjm. Waibijrteft..i. 
f A cjirui it a craAfparent ftufif. jihafia^ , 

Da 

Digitized by CjOOQIC 



Ag^ TW.EtFTir^'NIGHTror, Aft III • 

Fio, Would it be better, Madam, than I dti^, 
I wifli it might ; for now I am your fool. - 

Oli, O, what a deal of fcom looks beautiful 
In the contempt and' anger 6f his lip I 
A murd'rous guilt fhew^ not itfelf more foon, ' 
Than love that would feera hid : love's night is noon^. 
Cefario, by the rofes of the fpring, 
By maidhood, honour, truth, and every thing, 
I love thee fo, that maugre all thy pride, 
Nor wit, nor reafon, can my paffion hide. 
Do not pxtort thy reafons from this claufe ; 
For that I woo, thou therefore haft no caufe : 
But rather reafon thus with reafon fetter ; 
Love fought is good; but given, unfought, is better*' 

Vio. By innocence I fwear, and by my youth, 
I have one heart, one bofom, and one truth. 
And that no woman has ; nor never none 
Shall miftrefs be of it, fave I alone *. 
And fo adieu, good Madam ; never more 
Will I my ma&er's tears to you deplore. 

OIL Yet come again; for thou, perhaps, may'ff 
move 
That heart which now abhors fo Jike his love. 

{Exeunt* 

SCENE IV. 

Changes to an Apartment in Olivia'i Hdufe. 

Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabiap. 

Sir And. No, faith, I'll not ftay a j6t longer. 

^ir To. Th^ reafon, dear venom, give thy reafon." 

Fab. You muft. needs yield your reafon, Sir 
Andrew. 

Sir And. Marry, I fawyour niece do more favours 
to the Duke's fervatft man, than ever fhe beftow'd 
on me. I faw't i' th' orchard. 

Sir To. Did ihc fee thee the while, oldboy, tell 
me iliat ? 

* Save I alone. Thefe three words "Sit Thomas Han* 
mcr gives to Viohft-probaWy caoogh. Johtfro* 
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Sir And, As plain as I fee yoH now. 

Fab, This was a great argument of love in her 
towards you. 

Sir And* 'Slight ! will you make an afs o' me ? 

Fab, I will prove it legitimate, Sir, upon the 
oaths of judgment and reaion. 

Sir To, And they have been grand jurymen fince 
before Noih was a failor, 

r Fab, She did fhew favour to the-yoUth in your 
fight, only to exafperate you, to awake your dor* 
Bjoufe vidour, to put fire in your heart, and brim- 
flone in your liver. You fhould then have acco« 
ftcd her with fome excetleilt jcfls, fire -new from 
the mint ; you fhould have bang'd the youth into 
dumbneis. This was looked for at your hand, and 
this was baulkt. The double gilt of thi$ opportu- 
nity you let time wafli off, and you are now laiPd 
into the north of my Lady's opinion ; where you 
will hang like an ificle on a Dutchman's beard, un- 
lefs you do redeem it by fome laudable attempt ti* 
ther of valpur or policy. 

Sir And, And't be any way, it mud be with va- 
lour ; for policy I bate : I had as lief be a BroWfiiflr 
as a politician. 

Sir To, Why then, build me thy fortilnes upon 
the bafis of valour ; challenge me the Duke's youth 
to fight with him ; hurt him in eleven places ; my 
niece fiiall take note of it 5 and afliire thyfelf, there 
is no love-broker in the world can more prevail in 
man's commcndati<Mi with woman, than report of 
valour* 

' Fab, There is no way but this, Sir Andrew, 
. Sir And, Will either of you bear me a challenge 
to him ? 

Sir To,. Go, write in a martial hand ; be curs'd 
and brief : it is no matter ho\^ witty, fo it be eJo-? 
querrt, and full of invention ; taunt him v^ith the 
licenoe of ink ; if thou thou^ft him fome thrice, it 
ihall not be amifs ^ and as many lies as will ly in 
thyihdet of paper, although the Ibeet were big 
enough for the bed of Ware in England ; fet 'em 
down, go about it^ Let there be gall enough in 
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thy ink, though thou write with a goofe pen, no 
inattef : about it. 

Sir Jnd. Where fhall I find you ? 

Sir To* We^U call thee at the cubiculo : go. 

{^Exit Sir Andrew. 

S C E N E V. 

Fab, This is a dear manikin to you, Sir Toby. . 

Sir To, I have been dear to him, lad ; fome twa 
thoufand ftrong or fo. 

Fab, We fhall have a rare letter from him ; but 
you'll not deliver't. 

Sir To. Never truft me then ; and by all means 
flir on the youth to an anfwer. I think oxen and 
wain-ropes cannot hale them together. For An- 
drew, it he were open'd, and you find fo much 
blood in his liver as will clog the foot of a fiea, V\k 
esLt the reft of th' anatomy. 

Fab, And his oppoiite, the youth, bears in his 
vifage no great prelage of cruelty. 

Enter Maria. 

Sir To, Look where the youngeil wren of nina 
comes. 

Mar, If you defire the fplecn, and will laugh 
yourfelves into ftitches, follow me : yond gull Mai-' 
volio is turned Heathen, a very rencgado ; for there 
is no Chriftian, that means to be &vM by belie* 
ving rightly, can ever believe fuch impoflible paf- 
ioges of groflhefs. He's in yeMow (lockings. 

Sir To. And crofs-garter'd ? * 

Mar. Moft villainoufly ; like a pedant that keeps 
a fchool i' th' church*— I. have doggM him like his 
murderer. He does obey every point of the letter 
that I drop'd to betray him. He does fmile his face 
into more lines tha» is^ in the new map, wivh the 
augmentation of the Indies: you have not fcen 
fuch a thin^ as 'tis ; 1 can hardly forbear hurling 
things at hvn. I know my lady will flrike him > 
if file do, he'll fmile, and take't for a great favour* 

Sir To, Come, brisg us, bring us where he is. 

lExmt* 
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SCENE VI. 

Changes to the Street. 

Enter Sebaflian and Anthotiio. 

Seh. I would jiot by my will have troubled yau j 
Bat fince you make your pleafure of your pains, 
I will no further chide you. 

Ant. I could not ftay behind you | my deiire, 
(More fliarp than filed fteel), did fpur me forth ^ 
And not all love to fee you, (tho' fo much, 
As might have drawn one * to a longer voyage) ; 
But jealoufy what might befal your travel, 
Being fkillefs in thefe part$ 5 which to a ftrangcfy* 
Unguided and unfriended, often prove 
Rough and unhofpiiable ; my willing love, . 
The rather by thefe arguments of fear^. 
Set forth in your purfuit. 

Seb. My kind Anthomo^ 
I can no other anfwer make but thanks j 
And thanks, and ever thanks ; and oft good turns 
Are Ihuffled off with fuch uncurrent pay : 
But v/ere vzy worth, as is my confcience, firm, '. 
You Ihould find better dealings What's to do ? 
Shall we go fee the reiicks of this town ? 

Ant. To-morrow, Sir; beft, firft, go fee your 
lodging, 

Seb* I am not weary, and 'tis long to night j 
I pray you let us fatisfy our eyes 
With the memorials, and the things of fame^ 
That do renown this city. 

Antt 'Would you'd pardon me : 
I do not without danger walk thefe ftrects. 
Once, in a fea-fight 'gainit the Duke his gallies^ 
I did fome fervice, of fuch note, indeed, 
That were I tsf.tn here, it would fcarce be anfwer'cj. 
. Seb. Belike you flew great number of his people. 

Ant. Th' offence is not of fuch a bloody nature, 
Albeit the quality of the time and quarrel 

• I believe we fhould read,. ** drawn m^.'* RcvifiJ*. 
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Might well have given us bloody argument : 
It might have fihce been anfwerM in repaying 
What we ^ook from them, which, for traiiic^s fake, 
Moft of our city did. Onljr myfelf flood out } 
For which, if I be lapfed. m this place, 
I ihali pay dear. 

Sub. Do not then walk too open. 

Ant, It doth not fit me : hold, Sir, here's my purfe j 
In the fouth fuburbs at the Elephant 
Is befl to lodge : I will bcfpeak our diet, 
Whiles you beguile your time, and feed your know-* 

; ledge 
With viewing of the towns there fhall yen have me, 

Seb, Why I your purfe ? 

jiitt. Haply your eye fhall light upon fome toy • 
Tou have deiire to pnrchafe ; and your ftore, 
I think, is not for idle markets, Sir. • 

Seb. I'll be your purfe-bearer, and leave you for 
An hour. 

Aftt. To th' Elephant 

Seb* 1 do -remember. [Exeanti 

SCENE VII: 
Changes to Olivia' J HoufCj. , 

Enter Olivia, and Maria. 

OU. I have fent after him ; he fays he^ll come;.- 
How fhall I feafl him ? what beflow on him ? 
For youth is bought more oft, than begg'd or bor- 

I. fpeak too loud. [row'd. 

Where is Malvolio ? he is fad and civil, 
And fuits well for a fervant with my fortimes. 
Where is Malvolio ? 

Mar, He's coming, Madam { but in veirflrange 
He is fure poflefs'd, Madam. [manner. 

OH, Why,. what's the matter ? does- he rave ? 

Miir. No, Mftdam, he does nothing but fmile : 
your Ladyfhip were befl to have fome guard about 
ou, if he come; for fure -the man is- tainted vet 
's wits. 

QU. Qoy call him hither^ 
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!Enter Malvolio. . 

'Tm as mad as he, 

'If fad 'and merry madnefs equal be, 
. How now, Malvolio ? 

MaL Sweet Lady, ha, ha. [Smiles fantaflicdlfy* 

Oli» Smil'ft thou ? I lent for thee upon a fad oc- 
eafion. 

MaL Sad, Lady? I could be fad; this does mike 
fome fobflrudion in the blood, this crofs-garter* 
ing; but what ^f it? ifitpleafe the eye of , one, 
it is with m&as the v^ry'true ibnnet is; Pleaf& one^ 
4ind pleafeuU. 

Oii, Why? how doft thou, man? what is the 
matter with thee ? 

MaL Not black in my mind, though yellow in 
' my legs : it did come to his hands, and conmiands 
^11 be executed, i I think we do know that fweec 
Roman hand. 

OU. Wilt thou go to bed, Malvolio ? 

MaL ,Tq bed ?. ay, fweet heart; and Fll come 
to the£. 

OUj God contort theej «^hy 4oft thQU^ixsUe fO| 
and kifs thy hand fo oft ? 

Mar, How do you, Malvolio ? 

MaL Ai your requell ? 
Yes, nightingales .anfwer daws ! 

Mar. Why appcar.you with this ridiculous bold* 
nefs before my Lady ? 

MaL Be not afraid of greatnefs ;— 'twas well writ. 

on. What meancft thou by that, Malvolio? 

MaL Some are bom great 

OU. Ha? 
^MaL Some atchieve greatnels— — 

OU. What fay'ft thou ? 

Mch 4nd fome have greatnefs thruAupon them-— 
• O//. Heav'n reftorc thee ! 
. MaL Remember who commended thy yeUoir 
ftockmgs. 

OU. Thy yellow ftockings?. 

MaL And wifli'd to fe« thee crofs-gartcr'd— - 

OU. Grofs-garter'd ? 
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MaL Go to, thou art made, if thou defired to 

befo 

OIL Am I made? 

MaL If not, let me fee thee a fervant {Kll. 

OIL Wh/, this is a very midfummer madneis. 

Enter Servant. 

Ser, Madam, the yomig gentleman of the Duka 
Orfino's is return'd ; I could hardly entreat him 
back ; he attends your Lady (hip's pleafurc. 

Oli. Ill come to him. Good Maria, let this fel- 
low be look-d to, Whisre's my uncle Toby ? let 
fome of my people have a fpecial care of him j i 
would not hate him mifcarry for half of my dowry. 

lExiU 

SCENE VIIL 

Mai* Qh, oh ! do you come near me now ? no 
worfe man than Sir Toby to look to me ! ihis con* 
curs diredly with the letter : ihe fends him on pur- 
pofe that I may appear Aubborn to him ; for (he 
incites me to that in the letter. Caft thy humble 

dough, fays (he j-^ be oppofite with a fciniinan, 

— furly with fervants, — let thy tongue tang with 
arguments of ftatc, — put thyfelf into the tnck.of 

lingularity: and confe(}uently fets down the 

manner how ; as a fad face, a reverend carriage, 
a floiv tongue, in the habit of fome Sir of note, 
" -and fo forth. I have lim'd her; but it is Jove'i 
doing, and Jove make me thankful ! and when ihe 
went away now, let this felTow be lookM to : fel* 
low ! not Malvolio, nor after my degree, but fel- 
low. Why^ every thing adheres together, that no 
dram t)f a icruple, no feruple of a fcruple, no ob- 
Hacle, no incredulous or unfafe circufmlance— — 
what can be faid ? Nothing, that can be, can come 
between me and the full profpeft of my hopes. 
Well, Jove, not I, is the doer «f this, and be is 
to be thanked. 



d by Google 



Sc.9. WHAT YOU WILL, 



4» 



SCENE IX. 

Eftter Sir Toby, Fabian, and Maria. 

Sir To. Which way is he, in the name of fan«flity ? 
If all the devils in hell be drawn in little, atfd Le- 
;gion himfelf poiTefs'd him, yet I'll fpeak to him. 

Fab, Here he is, here he is : how is't with you, 
Sir ? how is't with you, man ? 

MaL Go off; I difcard you; let me enjoy my pri- 
vacy : go off. 

Mar. Lo, how hollow the fiend fpeaks within 
him! did I not tell you? Sir Tob>, my Lady prays 
j^ou to have a care of him. 

MaL Ah, ha ! does (he fo ? 

. Sir To. Go to, go to ; peace, peace ; we mu/l deal 
gently with l«im ; let me albne. How do ^ou, Mal- 
volio ? how is't with you ? what ! man, defy the 
devil ; confider he's an enemy to mankind. 

MaL Do you know what you fay ? 
. Mar. La, you! if yoU fpeak ill of the devil, how 

be takes it at heart, ■ — Pray God he be not be- 

witch'd. 

Fat. Carry his water to th' wife woman. 

Mar. Marry, and it fhall be done to-morrow 
morning, if I live. My Lady would not lofe him for 
more' than I'll fay. 

Mai. How now, Miftrefs? 

Mar. O Lord ! 

Sir To. Pr'ythee hold thy peace ; that is not the 
way : do you not fee you move him ?' let mt alone 
with him. 

Fah. Noway but gentlenefs, gently, gently; the 
fiend is rough, and will not be roughly us'd. 

Sir To. Why, hownow^^my bawcock; how dofi: 
thou, chuck? 

Mai. Sir ? 

Sir To. A^, biddy, come with m% What ! man, 
'tis not for ^aviry to play at cherry-pit »with Satan. 
Hang him, foul collier. 

Mar. Get him to fay his prayers, good Sir Toby; 
get him to pray. y^^- 

Vol. Hi. E 
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^fa/. My prayers, minx I ' .„ 

Mar, No, I warrant you he will not hear of 
ffodlinefs. ^ ,, .„ n . 

MaL Go hang yourfelves all: you are idle ihal- 
low things 5 I am not of your element \ you fhall 
know more hereafter. [ExUm 

^ir To. Is'tpoffible? 

Fah, If this were play'dunon a ftage now, I could 
condemn it as an improbable fiftion. 

Sir To. His very genius hath taken the infedioii 
of the device, man. , « , . . , 

Mar. Nay, purfiie him now, Jeft the device take 
air. and taint. 

Fab. Why, we fliall make him mad indeed. 

Mar, The houfe wJll be the quieter. 

Sir To, Come, we'll have him in a dark room, and 
bound. My niece is already in the belief that he 
is mad; we may carry it thus for our pleafure and 
his penance, 'till our very ^aftime, <ired out of 
breath, prompt us to have mercy on him; at which 
time we will bring the device to the bar, and crowu 
thee for a finder of madmen. But fcQ, but fee, 

SCENE X. 

Enter Sir Andrew. 

Fab. More matter for a May morning. 

Sir And. Here's the challenge, read it: I war- 
rant there's vinegar and pepper in't. 

Fab. Is't fo fawcy? 

Sir And, Ay is't ; I warrant him : do but read. 

Sir To, Give me. [Sir Toby reads. 

YoUtkf -whatfoever thou arty thou art butafcurvy 
fellow. 

Fab, Good and valiant. 

Sir To. Wonder notj nor admire not in thy mind 
nvhy I do call thee fo j for I -will fitvm thee no reafom 

Fab, A good note j that keeps you from the blow 
of the law. 
Sir To. Thau cqm^fl to the Lady Olivia^ and in my 



d by Google 



Sc.io.- WHAT YOU WILL. 51 

fizhi Jbe ufes fhte kindly ; but thou lieft in thy throaty 
that is not the matter I challenge thee for. 

Fab, Very brief, and exceeding good fenfc-lefs. 

Sir To. / -will 'way -lay thee going homey where, if 
ft be thy chance to kill me 

Fab, Good. 

Sir To. Thou kiWJl me like a rogus and a villain. 

Fab. Still you keep o* th* ivindy fide of the law: 
good. 

Sir To. Fare thee toelly and God have mercy upon 
cm of our fouls : he may have mercy upon mine *, 
but my hope is better, and fo look to thyfelf Thy 
friend as thou ufeft him, and thy fworn enemy, 

Andrew Ague-cheek« 

Sir To. If this letter move him not, his legs can- 
not : m give't him. 

Mar. You may have very fit occafion for't : he 
is aow in fome commerce with my Lady, and will 
by and by depart. 

Sir TV. Goy Sir Andrew, fcout me for him at the 
comer of the orchard, like a bum bailiff; fo foon as 
ever thou feeft him, draw ; and, as thou draweft, 
fwear horribly 5 for it comes to pafs oft, that a 
terrible oath, with a fwaggering accent fliarply 
twang'd off, gives manhood more approbation than 
ever proof itielf would have eani'd him. Away. 

Sir And. Nay, let me alone for fwearing. [Exit. 
Sir To, Now will not I deliver his letter; tor the 
behaviour of the young gentleman gives him out to 
be of good capacity and breeding ; nis employment 
between his Lord and my niece confirms no lefsj 
therefore this letter, being fo excellently ignorant, 
wiU breed no terror in the youth ; he will find that 
it comes from a cTodpole. But, Sir, 1 will deliver 
his challenge by word of mouth ; fet upon Ague- 
cheek a notable report of valour ; and drive the 
gentleman (as I know his youth will aptly receiv,c 
It), into a mofl hideous opinion of his rage, ikill, 

* It were much to be wifhed ihat Shakefpeare, in this 
attd fome other paflages, had not ventured (b near pr»- 
Caneocfs* John/on* 

E » 
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fury, aiui impetuofity. This will fo fright them 
both, that they will kill one another by the loo^ 
like dockatrices. 

SCENE XI. 

Enter Olivia and Viola. 

Fab^ Here he comes with your nieci ; give them 
way 'till he take leave, and prefently after him. 

Sir To, I will meditate the while upon fome hor* 
rid meifage for a challenge. TExbuhu 

OIL I've faid too much unto a heart of ftone, 
And kid mine honour too unchary out. 
There's fomethingin me that reproves my fault; 
But i'uch a headflrong, potent fault it is, 
Tliat it but mocks reproof. ^ 

Vio. With the fame 'haviour that your paffioH 
Goes on my mafler's grief. fbears^ 

OIL Here, wear this jewel for me, 'tis my pidlure : 
Refufe it not, it hath no tongue to vex you : 
And, I befeech you, come again to-morrow. 
What (hall you afk of me that I'll deny,' 
That, ho;iour fev'd, may upon alking give ? 
^ K/o. Nothing but this, your true love for my 
mafter: - 

0U» How with mine honour may I give him that. 
Which I have given to you ? 

Vio. I will acquit you. 

Oli, Well, come aeain t^-morrow i fare thee welL 
A fiend like thee mi^t bear my foul to helL [Exit* 

SCENE XII. 
EnUr Sir Toby and Fabian. 

Sir To, Gentleman, God fave thee. 

Via. And you, Sir. 

Sir To, That defence thou haft, betake thee to't: 
of what nature the wrongs are thou haft done hini^ 
I know not ; but thy interpreter, fiiU of defpight, 
bloody as the hunter, attends thee at the orcnard- 
endj difmount thy tuck, be yare in thy prepara- 
lion^ for thy aHailant is quick, fldlful, and deadlj* 
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Via* You miAake, Sir; I am fure no man hath 
any quarrel to me ; my remembrance is very free 
and dear from any image of offence done to any 
man. 

Sir To. You'll find it otherwife, I aflure you ; 
therefore, if you hold your life at any price^ betake 
you to your guard ; for your oppofite hath in him 
what youth, Itrength, (kiU and wrath can fumiih 
man withal. 

Vio. I pray you, Sir, what is he? 

Sir To, He is knight, dubb'd with imhackM ra- 
pier, and on carpet confideration ; but he is a devil 
m private brawl ; fouls and bodies hath he divorcM 
three ; and his incenfement at this moment is fo im- 
placable, that fatisfa£iion can be none but by pangs 
of death and fepidchre : hob, nob is his word| 
give't, or take't. 

Vio, I will return again into the houfe, and defire 
ibme conduct of the lady. I am no fighter. I have 
heard of fome kind of men that put quarrels pur- 
pofely on others to tafle their valour : belike this is 
a man of that quirk. 

Sir To, Sir, no; his indignation derives itfelf out 
of a very competent injury j therefore get you on^ 
and give him his defire. Back you iliall not to the 
houfe, unlcls you undertake that with me which 
with as much lafety you might anfvver himj there- 
fore on, or ftrip your fword flark naked j for 
meddle you mu£^« that's certaki, or forfwear to wear 
iron about you* 

Vio. This is as uncivil as ftrange. I befeechyou 
do me this courteous office, as to know of the knight 
what my offence to him is : it is fomething of ipiy 
negligence, nothing of my purpofe. 

Sir To, I will do fo. Signior Fabian, ftay you 
by this gentleman ^till my return. \^Exit Sir Toby. 

Vio. Pray you, Sir, do you know of this matter? 

Fab. I know the knight is incens'd agamil you,^ 
even to a mortal arbitrement j but nothing of the 
circumftance more. 

Vio, I befecch you, what manner of man is he ? 

fak. Nothing of that wonderful promife to read 
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him by his form, as you are like to find in the proof 
Of hiff valour. He is, indeed. Sir, the moft fkilftil, 
Jbloody, and fatal oppofitc you could/ poflibly have 
found in any part of Illytia^ Will you walk towards 
him ? I will make your peace with him» if I can. 

Fio. I fhall be much bound to you for*t : I am 
one that had rather go with Sir Prieft than Sir 
Knight : I care not who knows fo much- of my 
mettle. {^ExeunU 

S C e'n E XIII. 

Enter Sir Toby atid Sir Andretr. 

Sir To, Why, man, he's a very devil ; I have noC 
feen fuch a virago : I had a pafs with him, rapier^ 
fbabbard and all; and he gives me the fhick— in? 
with fuch a mortal motion, that it is inevitable ;; 
and on the anfwcr, he pays you as furely as your 
feet hit the ground they ftep on. They fay he ha» 
been fencer to the Sophv. 

Sir And, Pox on't, I'll not meddle with him. 

Sir To, Ay, but he will not now be pacified : 
Fabian can fcarce hold him yonder. 

Sir And. Plague on't, an I thought he had bcea 
valiant, and fo cunning in fence, IM have feen him 
damn'd ere IM have challengM him. Let him ler 
the matter flip, and 111 give him my horfe^ grey 
Gapilet. 

Sir To, V\\ make the motion ; (land here, make 9t 

good fhew on't. This fhall end without the per* 

dition of fouls 5 marry, 111 ride your horfe as well- 
as I ride you. ' [Afide^ 

Enter Fabian and Viola. 

1 have his horfe to take up the quarrel ; I have per- 
fuaded him the youth's a devil. \To Fabian. 

Fab. He is as horribly conceited of him; and 
pants and looks pale, as if a bear were at4iis heelst 

Sir To. There's no remedy. Sir, he will fight 
with you for's oath fake : marry, he had better be- 
thought him of his quarrel, and he finds that now 
fcarce to be worth talking of; therefore draw for « 
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the fupportancc of his vow, he protcfts he will not 
hurt you. 

Vh. Pray God defend me ! a little thing would 
make me tell them how much I lack of a man. 

Fab, Give ground, if you fee him furious. 

Sir To. Gome^ Sir Andrew, there's no remedy; 
rfie gentleman will for his honour^s fake have oner 
bout with you ; he cannot by the duello avoid it'; 
but he has promis*d me, as he is a gentleman and 3 
Ibldier, he will not hurt you. Come on, to't. 

VTItey drawk 

Sir And. Pray God he keep his oath! 

SCENE XIV. 

Emter Antonio. 

Vio. I do ajflRire you 'tis ag^nft my will. 
AnU Put up yoin: hrotd ; if this young gentle^ 
man 
Have done ofFetice, I tak^ the fault on me ; 
If you offend him, I for him defy you. [Draraingw' 

Sir Ta. You, Sir ? why, what are you ? ♦ 
. Aftt, One, Sir, that for his love dares yet do 

more 
Than you have heard him brag to you he will. 
Sir To. Nayy Sir, if you be an undertaker, I ant 
for you. [^Draivs* 

Enter Officers. 

Fab. O good Sir Toby, hold 5 here conic the offi* 

ccrs. 
Sir To. I'll be with you aion. 
Via. Pray, Sir, put your fword up if you pleafe.^ 
^ [To Sir Andrew. 

Sir And. Marry wrU I,, Sir ; and for that I pro- 
mis'd yqu. Til be as good as my word. — He will 
bear you eafily, and reins well. 

1 Offic. This is the man; da thy office. 

2 0ffic. Antonio, I arreft thee at the fuit of t)uke. 
Orfino. • 

Ant. You do miftake me, Sir. 

I Offic. No^ &r> no jot J I kftowyour favour welL 
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Tho' now you have no fca-cap on your head. 
■—Take him away; he knows I know him well. 

Ant. I muft obey.— This comes with feeking; 
you; 
But theVe's no remedy. I fliall anfwcr it. 
What will you do ? now my neceflity 
Makes me to alk you for my purfe. It grieves mcp 
Much more for what I cannot do for you, 
Than what bcfals myfelf : you flaad amazed, 
But be of comfort^ 

2 Offic. Come, Sir, a^ray. 

Anu I muft intreat of you fame of that money* 

Vio. What money, Sir? 
For the fair kindnefs you have fhew'dme here, 
And part being prompted by your prefent trouble^ 
Out of my lean and low ability 
I'll lend you fomethingf my having is not much> 
I'll make divifion of my prefent wiBi you : 
Hold, there's half my coffer. ' 

Ant. Will you deny me now ? 
Is't poffible that my defcrts to you 
Can lick perfuafion ? do not tempt my mifery^ 
Left that it make me fp unfound a man. 
As to upbraid you with thofe kindnellea 
That I have done for you, 

Vio. I know of none. 
Nor know I you by voice, or any feature : 
I hate ingratitude more in a man. 
Than lying, vainnefs, babling, drunkennefs,. 
Or any taint of vice whofc ftrong corruption 
Inhabits our frail blood. 

Ant. Oh, heav'ns themfelves!—-— ^- 

2 Offic* Come, Sir, I pray you go. 

AnU Let me fpeak a little. This youth that youi 
f^e here, 
t fnach'd one half out of the jaws of death ; 
Reliev'd him with inch faniftity of love. 
And to his image, which, methought, did promife 
Moft venerable worth, did I devotion. 

I Offic. What's that to us? — the time goes by — 
away. 

Ant. But ohy how file an idol proves this god I 
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Thou haH;, Sebadian, done good feature ihame. 
In nature there's no blemi/h but the mind : 
None can be callM deformM but the unkind. 
Virtue is beauty ; but the beauteous evil 
Are empty trunks, o'erflourifli'd by the devil. 

I Offic. The man grows mad, away with him* 
—Come, come, Sir. 

Ant. Lead me on. [^Exit Antonio iBith Oficers. 

Vio, Methinks his word^ do from iuch paJlion fly> 
That he believes himfelf — fo do not I. 
Prove true, imagination, oh, prove true. 
That I, dear brother, be now ta'en for you ! 

Sir To. Come hither, knight ; come hitheiv 
Fabian 5 weUl whifper o'er a couplet or two of mod 
fage faws. 

yio. He nam'd Sebaftian ; I my brother know 
Yet living In my glals. Even fuch, and fo 
In favour was my brother ; and he went 
Still in thid fafhion, colour, ornament 5 
For him I imitate : oh, if it prove, 
Tempeils are kind, arid fait waves frefli in love. 

[^Exiu 

Sir To* A very di'Oionefl paltry boy, and more a 
coward than a hare: his difhoaelty appears in 
leaving his friend here in nt'^'^ifiry, and denying 
him ; and for his cowardJhip, at? Fabian. 

Fab, A coward, a mod devout coward, religiou* 
Is it. 

A> And, 'Slid, I'll after him again, and beat him. 

Sir To, Do, cufi^ Him Ibundly, but never draw 
thy fword. 

Sir And. An I do not— {fixit Sir Andrew, 

Fab, Come, let's fee the event. 

Sir To, I dare lay any money ^twill be nothing 
yet. \ExjtmU 
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ACT IV. SCENE L 

The Street. 

Ent$r Se)>aftiaii and Clown. 
Clovfn, 

WILL you make me believe that I am not fene 
for you ? 

Seb. Go to, so to, thou art a fooliih fellow. Let 
!ne be clear of thee. 

Clo, Well held out, i'faith : no, I do not know you, 
nor I am not fent to you by my Lady, to bid yoa 
come fpeak with her j nor your name is not Mafter 
Cefario, nor this is not my nofe neither- Nothing 
that is fo, is fo. 

Seb. I pr'ythee, vent thy folly fomewhere elfe ; 
thou know'A not me. 

Clo, Vent my folly !— he has heard that word of 
fome great man, and now applies it to a fool. Vent 
my folly ! I ^m afraid this great lubber the world 
will prove a cockney. I pr'ythee now ungird thy 
ih-angencfs, and tell me what I fliall vent to, my 
Lady j fliall I vent to her that thou art coming ? 

S^b, 1 pr'ythee, foolifli Greek *, depart from mef 
there's money for thee. If yoa tarry longer, I ihall 
give worfe payment. 

Clo» By my troth thou haft an open hand ; thefc 
wife men that give fools money, get themfelves a. 
good report after fourteen years' purchafc. 

Enter Sir Andrew, Sir Toby, and Fabian. 

Sir And. Now, Sir, have I met you again ? there'i 
for you. ^ [Striking Sebaftian. 

* Greek was as much as to fay, bawd or pander* 
He underftood die Clown to be adting in that office. 
A bawdyhoufe was called Corinth, and the frequenters 
of it, Corintl}iaHS, which words occur frequently in Shake- 
ipeare^ efpecially in Timon of Athens^ and Henry IVth. 

WerbuHinu 
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Seb* Why, there's for thee, and there, and there : 
arc all the people mad ? \_Beating Sir Andrew. 

Sir To. Hold, Sir, or I'll tlirow your dagger o'er 
fhe houfe. 

Clo. This will I tell nijr Lady ftrait : I would not 
be in fome of your coats for two pence, [-£*// Clown. 

Sir To, Gome on, Sir; hold. [i*W/»g: Sebaflian. 

Sir And, Nay, let him alone, I'll go another way 
to work with him ; I'll have an afition of battery 
againfl him, if there be any law in Illyria ; tho' I 
ifa-uck him firil, yet it's no matter for that. 

Seb. Let go thy hand! 

Sir To, Come Sir, I will not let you go. Come, 
my young foldier, put up your iron j you are well 
^efh'd : come on. 

Seb, I will be free from thee. What wouldft 
thou now ? If thou dar'ft tempt me further, draw 
thy fword. 

Sir To, What, wjiat ? nay, then, I mufl have an 
j0unce or two of this malapert blood from you« 

\They draw and fighu 

S C E N E IL 

Enter Olivia. 

-Oli, Hold, Toby 5 on thy life, I charge thee, hold. 

Sir To, Madam ? 

. OU, Will it be ever thus ? jingracious wretch, 
Tit for the mountains and the barbarous caves 
Where manners ne'er were preach'd : out of my 

Be not offended, d^ar Cefario : [fight ! 

Rudefby, be gone ! I pr'jrthee, gentle friend, 

[Exeunt Sir Toby and Sir Andrew* 
Let thy fair wiidom, not thy paffion, fway 
In this uncivil and unjufl extent * 
Againfl thy peace. Go with me to my houfe. 
And hear thou there, how many fruitlefs pranks 
This ruffian hath botch'd up, that thou thereby 

* Extent is, in law, a writ of execution, wherebjr 
goods arc feized for the king. It is therefore taken, berC| 
for violence in general. John/on, 
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May*ft fmilc at this : thou fhdt not chufc bjft go ; 
Do not deny ; belhrew his foii for mc, ' 

He ftarted one poor heart of mine in thee. 

Seb, What relifh is in this? how runs the (beam? 
Or I am mad, or elfe this is a dream. 
Let fancy ftill my fenfe in Lethe fteep. 
If it be thus to dream, ftill let me deep. 

Olt, Nay, come, I pray : 'would thou'dft be rul'd 
by me. 

Seb. Madam, I will* 

Cli. O, fay fo, and fo be ! ♦ [Exeunt. 

SCENE IIL 
jftt j^partment in Olivia'/ Houfe. 

Enter Maria, and Clown. 

Mar. Nay, I pr'jrthee, put on this go^vn, and 
this beard ; make lum believe thou art Sir Topas 
the curate j do it quickly. PU call Sir Toby the 
whilft. [Exit Maria. 

Clo, Well, I?ll put it on, and I will cGlTemble my- 
felf in't ; and. I would I were the firft that ever 
diflembled in fuch a gown. I am not tall enough 
to become the funftion well ; nor lean enough to 
be thought a good ftudent; but to be faid an honefl 
man, ^nd a good houfekeeper, goes as fairly as 
to fay a care^l man * and a great feholar. The 
competitors enter. 

Enter Sir Toby and Maria. 

Sir To, Jove blefsthee, Mr Parfon. 
. Clo. Bonos diesj Sir Toby; for as the old hermit 
of Prague, that never faw pen and ink, very wit- 
tily faid to a niece of King Gorboduck, that that 
is, is : fo I b^ing Mr Parfon, am Mr Parfon j for 
what is that, but that ? and is, but is ? 

Sir To. To him, Sir Topas. 

Clo. What, hoa, I fay,— peace in this prifon ! 

Sir To, The knave counterfeits well j a good knave. 

• A graceful m^n, Warh. Ihmmerm 
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Mai. Who calls there ? [Malyoll« iDitkin, 

Clo. Sir Topas the curate, who comes to vifit 
Malvolio the lunatic. 

Mai. Sir Topas, Sir Topas, good Sir Topas, go 
to my Lady. 

Clo. Out, hyperbolical fiend, how vexeft thou this 
man ? Talkefl thou of nothing but ladies ? 

Sir To. Well faid, Mafter Parfon. 

Mai. Sir Topas, never was man &us wrong'd 
-pood Sir Topas, do not think I am mad ; they have 
£ud me here- in hideous darknefs; 

Clo. Fy, thou diflioneil Sathan; I call thee by the 
Bipft modeft terms ; for I am one of thofe gentle 
ones that will ufe the devil himfelf wi& courteiy^ 
fay'ft thou that houfe is dark ? 

MaL As hell, Sir Topas. 

Clo. Why, it hath bay-windows tranfparent as 
liaricadoes, and the clear ftones towards the foutlh- 
north are as luilrous as ebony ^ andyetcomplaineft 
thou of obftruftion ? 

Mai. I am not mad, Sir Topas 5 I fay to you, 
this houfe is dark. 

Clo. Madman, thou errefl; I fay, there is no dark- 
t-neis but ignorance ; in which thou art more puzzled 
than the Egyptians in their fog. 

Mai. i fay this houfe is as dark as ignorance, 
though ignorance were as dark as hell; and I fay 
there was never man thus abus'd; T am no more 
mad than you are, make the trial of it inany con- 
'llant queflion. 

Clo. What 16 the opinion of Pythagoras concern- 
ing wild-fowl ? 

Mai. That the foul of our grandam might hap« 
^ily inhabit a bird. 

Clo. What think'A thou of his opinion ? 

Mai, I think nobly of the foul, and no way ap« 
jprove of his opinion. 

Clo, Fare thee well : remain thou dill in dark« 
incfs ; riiou (halt hold the opinion of Pythagoras, 
ere I will allow of thy wits ; and ftarto kill a wood* 

Vol. III. F 
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cock, left thou difpoflefs the foul of fthy grandam. 
Fare thee well. 

MaL Sir Topas, Sir Topas ! . 

Sir To, My moll exquifite Sir Topas ! 

Clo. Nay, I am for all waters *• 
. MaL Thou might'ft have done this without thy 
beard and gown ; he fees thee not. 

Sir To, To him in thine own voice, and bring 
me word how thou find'ft him : I would we were 
all rid of this knavery. If he may be conveniently 
deliver'd, I would he were : for I am now fo far 
in offence with my niece, that I cannot purfue with 
an/ fafety this fport to tlie upflrot. Come by and 
by to my chamber. lExit 'with Maria. 

S C E N E IV- 

Clo. Hey Robin, jolly Robin, tell me how my Lady 
does, [Singing* 

Md, Fool 

Clo. My Lady is unkindj perdie. 

MaL Fool 

Cla. Alas^ tvhy is Jbe fo ? 

MaL Fool, I lay. 

'Clo. She loves another who csflls, ha? 

MaL Good fool, as ever thou wilt deferve well 
at my hand, -help me to a candle, and pen, ink, 
and papery as I am a gentleman, I will live to be 
thankful to thee^br't. 

Ck, Mr Malvolio. 

'MaL Ay, good fool. 

Clo, Alas, Sir, how fell you befides your five wits ? 

MaL Fool, there was never man; fo notorioufly 
abused f I am as well in my wits, fool, as thou art. 

Clo, But as well ! then thou art mad, indeed, if 
you be na better in your wits than a fool. 

*< A phrafe taken from the ador*s ability of making 
the audience cry either with mirth or grief. Warhurton. 

I rattier think this expreilion borrowed from fportf- 
jDen» and relating to the qu%li£c4tioas of a complete 
fpaniel. Johnfin* > 
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Mai, They have here propertied me * 5 keep me 
in darknefs, fend miniflers to me, ailes, and do all 
they can to face me out of my wits. 

Clo. Advife you what you fay : the minifter is 
here. Malvolio, Malvolio, thy wits the heav'ns re- 
ftore : endtavour thyfelf to fleep, and leave thy 
vain bibble babble. 

Mai. Sir Topas 

Clo. Maintain f no words with him, good fel- 
low. 

Who, I, Sir? not I, Sir. God b'w'you, gooASir 

Topas 

Marry, amen. 1 will, Sir," I will. 

Mai. Fool, fool, fool, I fay. 

Clo. Alas, Sir, be patient. What fay you, Sir ? 
I am fhent for fpeaking to you.. 

MtiL Good fool, help ^e to fome light, ^nd fome* 
paper ; I tell thee, I am as well in my A^its as any 
man ialllyria, 

Ch^ Well-a-day — ^that you were. Sir ! 

Mai. By this hand I am. Good fool, fome ink, 
paper and light ; and convey what I fet do\yn to • 
my Lady : it ihall advantage, thee more-than ever" 
the bearing of letter did. 

C/fl. Ivwill help you to't. But tell me true, arcFv- 
you not mad indeed, or do you but counterfeit ? 

Mai. Believe me> I am not : I tell thee true, 

Clo. Nay, I'll ne'er believe a mad-man 'till I fee 
his brains. I will fetch you light, and paper, and 
ink. 

Mai. Fool, I'll requite it in ^he higheft degree f . 
Iipr'yihee be gone. 

• They have taken poflcflSon of me, as of a man un- 
able to look to himfelf. Johnfon, 

f Here the Clown, in the dark, ad^s two perfons, and 
counterfeits, by variation of voice, a dialogue between. 

bimfclfand Sir Topas. I-will, Sir, Ivtill, is fpokcn 

after a paufc, as if, in the mean time, Sir Topas had 
fsliifpcrcd. John/on, . 
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CIo. / am gont^ Sir^ and anony Sir^ [Sihgiiig^ 

Pll be tuith you again 
In a trice^ like to the old vice *, 

Your need to fuftain i 
Who uiith dagger rflath in his rage^ and his vfrathy 

Cries, ah, na / to the devil: 
Like a mad lad, pare thy nails j dad^ 

Adieuy good man drivel, [Exif. 

5 C E N E V. 

' Changes to another j^partment in Olivia's 
Houfe. 

Enter Sebaftian. 

Self, This is the air, that is the glorious fun ; 
This pearl fhe gave me, I do feel^t and fee't. 
And though 'tis wonder that fen wraps me thus. 
Yet 'tis Botmadnef?. Where's Antonio theft? 
3 could not find him at the Elephant \ 
Ifct there he was; and there I. found this credit f, 
That he did range the town to feek me out. 
His counfel now mi^ht do me golden fervice 5— 
V6t tho' my foal difpiitcs well with my fenfe. 
That this may be fome error, but no madnefs. 
Yet doth this accident and flood of fortune 
So far exceed all inflance, all difcourle, 
That I am ready to diftruft mine eyes, 
And wrangle with my reafon, that perfuades me 
To any other truft f, but that I'm mad ; 
Or elfe the lady's mad : yet if 'twere fo, 
She could not fway her houfe, command her foK 
lowers, 

• Vice was the fool of the old moralities. Some 
traees of this character are ftill prcfcrvcd in puppet* 
ihoTvs, and by country mummers. John/on. 

f I very much fufpcdt that the Poet wrote ; 

and there J found this credent. Jobnfin, 

\ To any oiher belief, or confidence, to any othet 
fixed opinion. Johafon, 
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Take and give back affairs, and their difpatch, 
With fuch a fmooth, difcreet, and ftable bearing, 
Ae, J perceive, fhe does : there% fomething in't 
That IS deceivable. But here fhe comes. 

Enter Olivia and Priejl, 

Oli» Blame not this hade of mine : if you mean 
well, 
Now go with me, and with this holy man, 
Into the chantry by ; there before him, 
And underneath that confecrated roof. 
Plight me the full afliirance of your faith ; * 

That my mod jealous and too doubtful foul 
May live at peace. He fliall conceal it 
Whiles you are willing it fhall come to note. 
What time we will our celebration keep • 
According to my birth. — What do you fay ? 

Seb. I'D follow this good man, and go with you ; 
And having fworn truth *, ever will be true. 

Oli. Then lead the way, good father ; and he^- 
v'ns fo fliine, 
That they may fairly note this a£l of mine ! 

lExeunU^ 

AX T V. S C E N E L 

The Street. 

Enter Clown and F; 

Fabian, 

T^OW, as thou lov?ft me, let me {el, his letter. 
i^ Clo, Good Mr, Fabian, grant me. another 
TCqoeft. 

Fab. Any thing. 

do. Do not defire to fee. this letter 

Fab, This is to give a dog, and in reco.npenc«' 
deflre my dog again. 

• Tiyttb is fideBty^ Johnfon. 



Digitized by CjOOQIC 




66 TWELFTH-NIGHT: or, AaV. 

Enter Duke^ Viola, Curio, and Lords. 

Duke. Belong you to the Lady Olivia, friends ? 
Clo, hy^ Sir, we are fome of her trappings. 
Duke. I know thee wellj how doft thou, my 
good fellow? 

Clo, Truly, Sir, the better for my foes, and the 
worfe for my friends. 
Duke. Tuft the contrary; the better for thy 

friends. 
Ch. No, Sir, the worfe. 
Duke. How can that be ? 
Clo. Marrv, Sir, they praiCe me, and make anr 
afs of me; now, my foes tell mel plainly I am an 
afs : fo that by my foes, Sir, I profit in the know- 
ledge of myfelf ; and by my friends I am abufed ;. 
fo that, conclufions to be as kifles f , if your four 
negatives make your two affirmatives, why, thea 
the worfe for my friends, and the better for my ibes^ 
Duke. Why, this is excellent. 
Clo, By my troth. Sir, no ; tho*^ it pleafe you ta 
be one of my friends. 

Duke. Thou ihalt not be the worfe for me. 
There's gold. 

Clo. But that it would be double dealmg. Sir, 
I would you Gould make it another. 
Duke. O, you give me ill counfeK 
Clo. Put your grace in youif pocket. Sir, for this 
©nee, and let your flefli and blood obey it. 

Duke. Well, I will be fo much a (inner to be a 
double dealer : there's another. 

Clo. Primoy feamdoy tertiOj is a good play, and 
the old faying is, the third pays for all : the triplet. 
Sir, is a good tripping mcafiire ; or the bcUs of St 
Bennet*, Sir, may put you in mkid, one, two, three. 

f I imagine, the Poet wrote ; 

So that, eonebtfiw to be aiked, is. Warhtrton* 

* "WhcB in this play he mentioned the bed •fWart^ 
lie recolle<5led that the fcene was in lllyria, and added 
itt E»gknd\ but his fenfe of the fame impropriety co<Ud 
not seftraia him &om the belU of St Beaaeu 
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Duke. You can fool no more money out of me 
at this throw ; if you will let your Lady know I 
am here to fpeak with her, and bring her along 
with you, it may awake my bounty further* 

Clo. Mqjrry, Sir, lullaby to your bounty ♦till I 
come again. I go, Sir; but I would not have you 
to think that my dcfire of having is the fin of co- 
vctoufnefs ; but, as you fay, Sir, let your bounty 
take a nap, and^I will awak^ it anon. 

[Exit Clown* 

SCENE IL 

' Enter Antonio* aad Officers. 

Vio. Here comes the man. Sir, that did refcue mew 

Duke, That face of his I do remember well ; 
Yet when I faw it laft, it was befmear'd 
As black as Vulcan in the fmoak of war : 
A bawbling veflel was he captain of, 
For fhallow draught and bulk unprizafcle, 
With which fuch fcathful graple did he make 
With the moft noble bottom of our fleet, 
That very envy and the tongue of lofs 

Cry'd fame and honour on him, What'k the 

matter ? 

1 Qffic, Orfino, this is that Antonio 
That tdok the Phoenix and her fraught from Candy $. 
And th7s is he that did the Tyger board. 
When your young nephew Titus loft his legt 
Here in the ihy&ets, defperate of (hame and ftate, 
In private brabble did we appi^ehend him. 

Vio, He di'd^nie kindnefs. Sir; drew on my fide: 
But, in conclufion, put ftranse fpeech upon me; 
J know not what 'twas, but diftradion. 

Duke. Notable pirate ! thou fait- water thief ! 
What foolifli boidnefs brought thee to their mercies^ 
Whom thou in terms fo bloody, and fo dear, 
Haft made thme enemies ? 

Ant. Orfino, noble Sir, 
Be pleasM that I ihake oflTthefe names you givcisc : 
AsLtonia a^ver yet was thief or pkate ^ 
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Though Iiconfefs, .a»d oa b'afc. ground enough, . 
Qrfino'5 enemy^ A witchcraft drew me thither i . 
That nioft ungrateful boy there, by your fide, 
Frpm the rude fea's enragM and fpamy mouth . 
X)td I redeem ; a wreck pad hope he was : 
His life I gave him, and did thereto add 
My love without retention or reftraint ; 
AU his in dedication. For his fake 
Did I expofe myfelf, pure» for his love, .. . 
Into the. danger of this adverfe town 5 
Drew to defend him when he was befet ; 
Where being apprehended, .his falfe cunning. 
Not meaning to partake with me in danger, 
Taught him to face me out of his acquaintance ; . 
And grew a twenty years removed thing, 
While, one would wink 5 deriy'd me mine own- 

piirfe, 
Which I nad recommended to hisufe. 
Not half an hour before. 
Vfo. How can this be. ? 
Duke. When came he to this town?" 
j^nt, Tp-day, my Lord ; and for three months 
before, 
J^o interim, jiot a minute's vacancy. . 
Both day and night did we keep company, 

S; G E N E III.. 

Eflter Olivia and Attendants. 

Duke. Here comes the Countcfs j now hcav'ii 
walks on earth. 
— rBut for thee, fellow, fellow, thy words are niad-> 

nefs : 
Three months this youth hath tended upon me j 
But more of that anon Take him afide. 

OJi. What would my Lord, but that he may not 
Wherein Olivia may leem ferviceable ? [have, , 
— Cefario, you do not keep promife with mc. .I* 

Fh. Madam! 

Duke. Gracious Olivi a 

QJi. What do you fay, .Cefario ?<-?-^Good mj . 

J^T^ ^^ 
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Vio. My Lord ^ould fpeak, my duty hufhes me* 

OIL If it be aught to the old tune, my Lord, 
It is as fat and fiufome to mine ear. 
As howling after miiiic. 

Duke. Still fo cruel ? 

OIL Still fo conflanty Iord« 

Duke. What, to perverfcnefs ? you uncivil lady^ 
To whofe ingrate and inaufpicious altars 
My foul the faithfuJrft oiFermgs has breathM out, 
That e*er devotion tender'd. What Ihall I do ?^ 

OU. Ev'n what it pleafe my Lenrd^ that fhall be- 
' come him. 

Duke. Why ihould I not, had I the heart to do't. 
Like to th*Eg3rptian thief*, at point of death 
Kill what I love ? (a favage jealoufy. 
That fometimes favours nobly) : but hear me thisj 
Since you to non-regardance caft my faith, 
And that I partly know the inftrumeht 
That fcrews me from my true place in your favour^. 
Live you the marbled-breafted tyrant ftdl ; 
But this your minion, whom, I know, you love. 
And whom, by Heav'n I fwear I tender dearly. 
Him will I tear out of that cruel eye, 

• This Egyptian thief was Thyamis, who was a na- 
tive of Memphis, and at the head of a band of robbers... 
Thcagcnes and CharicUa falling into their hands, Thya- 
mis felt defperate^ in love with the hdy, and would 
have married her. Soon afte»j sl ftron^er body of rob- 
bers coming down upon Th\dmis*s. p-irty, he was in 
fuch fear.s for his niiflrcfs, that he had htr fluu into a 
cave with his treafure- It was cuflomary wi;!i thofe 
barbarians, when they defpairejd of their own fafety, 
firft to make away with ihofe whom they held dear, 
and dcfircd for companions in the next life. Thyamis, 
therefore, benetted round wiiti his enemies, raging witlx 
love, jealoufy, and anger, went to his cave; and, call- 
ing aloud in the Egyptian tongue, fo foon as he heard, 
bimfelf anfwei'd towards the cave's mouth by a Gre- 
cian, making to the perfoa by the dire(3:ioti of her voice, 
he caught her by the hair with his left hand, and (iup- 
pofiflg her to be Char idea) with his right hand plong'd 
his fword into hex brea(t iiWtOfL Aetiiio^* Hifi, 
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Where he fits crowned in his xnaAer's fpiglft. 
Gbme^.hoy, with me 5 my thoughts are ripe in mif- 
ril facrifice the. lamb that I do love, [chief 1. 

To fpight a raven's heart within a dove. TDukegoing^^ 

Vio. And I mod jocund, apt, and willingly, 
To do you reft, a thoufand deaths would die. 

[FoUoufing^ 

Oli. Where goes Cefario ? 

Vio, After him I love, 
More than I love thefe eyes, more than my life y. 
More, by all mores, than e'er I fliall love wife. 
If I do feign, you witneiles above 
Punifti my life, for tainting of -my love ! 

OIL Ay me, dctefted ! how am I beguiPd? . 

Vio, Who does beguile you ? who does do you. 
wrong ? 

Oli, Haft thou forgot thyfelf? Is itfo long? 
Call forth the holy father. 

Duke, Come, away. [To Viola. " 

Oli, Whither, my Lord? Gefario, huft)and, ftay* 

Duke, Huftjand ? - . 

OIL Ay, huft)and. Can he that deny? 

Duke. Her buft)and,'firrah?- 

Vio. No, my Lord, not 1. 

Oli. Alas, it is the bafenefs of thy fear- 
That makes thee ftrangle thy propriety. 
Fear not, Cefario, take thy fortunes up : 
Be that thou know'ft thou art, andihen thou asi^ 
As great as that thou fear'ft. 

Enter Priefl. 

O welcome, father. 

Father, I charge thee by thy reverence 

Mere to unfold, (tho* lately we intended 

To keep in darknefs, what occafion now 

Reveals before *tis rjpi£),.what thou doft knoMrr 

Hath newly paft between this youth and me. • 

Prie/i. A contraft of eternal bond of love, 
Confirm'd by mutual joinder of your hands, 
Attefted by the holy clofe of lips, . 
Btrengthned by enterchanaement of your rings |. 
And all tht ceremony of this cQmponSL 
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Seal'd in my funftion, by my tcftimony : 

Since when, my watch hath told me tow'rd my grave 

I have travelPd but two hours. 

'fhtke, O thou dillembling cub J what wilt thou be. 
When time hath fow'd a crizzel on thy cafe ? 
Or will not elfe thy craft To quickly grow. 
That thine own trip fhall be thine overthrow ? 
farewell, and take her; but dire^ thy feet, 
Where thou and I henceforth may never meet. 

Vio. My Lord, I do pToteft 

Oli~ O, do not fwear j 
Hold little faith, tho' thou haft too much feart 

SCENE IV. 
Enter Sir Andrew, ivith his Head broke. 

Sir And, For the love of God a furgeon, and fenl 
«ne prefently to Sir Toby. 

Oti, What's the matter ? 

'&> Afid. H'as broke my head a-crofs, and given 
Sir Toby a bloody coxcomb too. For the love of 
God your help. I had rather than forty pound I 
were at home. 

Oli. Who has done this, Sir Andrew ? 

Sir And. The Count's gentleman, one Cefarioj 
wc took him for a coward, but he*s the very devil 
incardinate. 

Duke, My gentleman, Cefario ? 
• Sir And, Od's lifelings, here he is. — You broke 
my head for nothing ; and that that I did, I was fet 
on to do't by Sir Toby. 

Vio, Why do you fpeak to me ? I never hurt you-: 
You drew your fword upon me \vithout caufc j 
But I befpake you fair, and hurt you not. 

Enter Sir Toby and Clovin, 

Sir And, If a bloody coxcomb be a Jiurt, you have 
hurt me : I think yon fet nothing by a bloody cox- 
comb. Here comes Sir Toby halting j you Ihall 
•liear more 5 but if he had not been in drink, he. 
Airould have tickled you other-gates than he did. 
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Duke. How now. gentleman? how is^t with you? 

Sir To, That's all one, he has hurt me, and there'^s 
an end on*t ; fot, didft fee Dick furgeon, fot ? 

Clo. O he's di-ftnk, Sir Toby, above an hour 
«gone ; his eyes were let at eight i* th' morning. 

Sir To, Then he's a rogue, and a pafb-meafure 
Painim. I hate a drunken rogue. 

Oli. Away with him : wholiath made this havoc 
-witt them ? 

Sir And, I'll help you, Sir Toby, becaufe we**!! 
be drefs'd together. 

Sir To, Will you help an afs-head, and a cox- 
comb, and a knave, a thm-fac*d knave, a gull? 

[Exeunt Clo. Sir Toby, and i'lr Andrew. 

Oli, Get him to bed, and let his hurt be looked to. 

SCENE V. 

Enter SebafHan. 

.^^i.Iamrorry, Madam, I have hurt -your kiniinan: 
But had it been the brother of my blood, 
1 muft h^ve done no lefs with wit and fafety. 

[Allfland in amaz$* 
You throw a (brange regard on me, hy which 
I do perceive it hath onended you; 
pardon me, fweet one, even for the vows ^ 
We made each other but fo late ago. 

Duke, One face, one voice, one liabit, and two 
perfons; 
A^nat'ral perfpedtive, that is, and is not ! 

Seb, Antonio, O my dear Antonio ! 
flow have the hours rack'd ai^d tortur'd me 
Since I have loft thee ? 

Ant, Sebaftian are you? 

Seb, Feai*ft thou that, Antonio ! 

Ant, How have you made divifionof yourfelf? 
An apple, cleft in two, is not more twin 
Than the{e two creatures. Which is Sebaftian ? 

OU. Mod wonderfiil ! 

Seb, Do I Aand there ? I never had a brother^ 
Nor can there be that deity in my nature. 
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Of here and every where. I had a (ifter, 
Whom the blind waves and furges have devour 'd : 
Of ch^rify, what kin are you to me ? [To Viola. 
What countryman? what name? what parentage ^ 

Ffo, Of MejQaline; Sebaftian was my father j 
Such a SebafUan was my brother too : 
So went he fuited to his wat'ry tomb. 
If fpirits can alTume both form and fuit. 
You come to fright us. 

Seb. A fpirit I am, indeed ; 
But am in that dimenfion grofsly clad, 
Which from the womb I did participate. 
Were you a woman, as the reft goes even, 
I flioidd my tears let fall upon your cheek, 
And fay, ** Thrice welcome, drowned Viola I" 

V$o, My father had a mole upon his brow. 

Seb, And fo had mine. 

Vio, And dyM that day, when Viola from her birth 
Had numbered thirteen years, 

Seb, O, that record is lively in my foul ; 
He finiflied, indeed, his mortal ad, 
That day that made my fifter thirteen years. 

Vio, If nothing Jetts to make us happy both, 
But this my mafculine ufurp'd attire. 
Do not embrace me, 'till each circumftance 
Of place, time, fortune, do cohere and jump, 
That I am Viola ; which to confirnn, 
I'll bring you to a captain in this town 
Where ly my maids weeds; by wl^ofe gentle help 
I was preferv'd f to ferve this noble Duke. 
All th' occurrence of my fortune fince 
Hath be«n between this lady and this lord. 

Seb, So comes it, lady, you have been mi (took; 

[To Ohvia. 
But nature to her bias drew in that. . 
You would have been con traced to a maid, 
Nor are you therein., by my life, deceiy'd ; 
You are betroth'd both to a maid,, and man. 

Duke. Be not amazed : right noble is his blood, 
if this be fo, as yet the glafs i'eems irufi^ 



I I was preferred. Rcvifal, 
Vol. IIL G 
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I fiiall have fhare in this moft happy wreck. 
— Boy, thou liafl faid to me a thoufand times, 

Ko Viola. 
Thou never fhould'ft love woman like to me. 

Vio. And all thofe fayings will I over-fwear j 
And all thofe fwearings keep as true in foul. 
As doth that orbed continent the fire, 
That fevers day. from night. 

Duke. Give me thy iiand. 
And let me fee thee in thy woman's weeds. 

Vio, The captain that did bring me Hrflon fliorc 
Hath m^ maids garments : he upon fome action 
Is now m durance, at Malvolio^s fu}t, 
A gentleman and follower of my Lady's.' / 

Oli. He fhall enlarge him : fetch Malvolio hither. 
And yet, alas, now I remember me, 
They fay, poor gentleman ! he's muchdiftrad. 

SCENE VI. 

.Enter the Clown tvith a letter^ and Fabian. 

A moft cxtrafting frenzy of mine o\vn. 
From my remembrance clearly banifh'd his. 
How does he, firrah ? 

C/o. Truly, Madam, he holds Beelzebub at the 

ftave's end, as well as a man in his cafe may do : 

h'as here writ a letter to you ; I fhould have given't 

^ you to-day morning. But as a madman's epiftles 

*are no gofpels, ib it fkllls not much when they are 

deliveir'd. 

OU. Open't, and read it. 

Ch. Look then to be well edify'd, when the fool 

tlelivers the madman — By the Lor d^ Madam 

[Reads. 

Oli, How now, art mad ? 

Ch, No, Madam, I do but read madnef«: an 
your Ladylhip will have it as it ought to be, you 
muft allow mox *. 

• Perhaps- we (hould read, " vou muft allow y&rV,*" 
i. e. you muft make the proper allowaoces for the coa- 
lition he is in* lUvjfaL 
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Oli. Pr'ythee read it i' thy right wits. 

Clo. So I do, Madona ; but to read bis right wits, 
is. to read thus : therefore perpend, my Princefs, 
and give ear. 

Oli. Read it you, firrah. [To Fabian. 

Fab. reids.] By the» Lord^ Madam^ vou 'wrong 
me^ and the 'world /ball know it : though you havt 
put me into darknefsj and given your drunken uncle 
rule over me^ yet have I the benefit of my fenfes as 
•well as your Ladyjhip* I have your own letter^ that 
induced me to fhe femblance I put on ; viith the 'which 
I doubt not but to do myfelfmuch rights or you much 
flfome : think of me as you pleafe . / leave my duty 
a little unthought ofj and fpeak out of my injury. 

The madly usM Malvolio. 

Oli. Did he write this ? 

Cl.0. Ajy Madam. 

Duke. This favours not much of diftra^lion. 

Oli, See him deliver'd, Fabian 5 -bring him hither. 
My Lord, fo pleafe you, thcfe tilings further 

-thought on, V 
To think me as well a fifter as a wife ; 
One day fliall crown th' alliance on't *, fo pleafe . 
Here at my houfe, and at my proper cod. [you, 

Duke. Madam, I am moA apt t' embrace your 
offer. 
Your mafter quits you j and for your fervice done 

him. 
So much againft the metal of your fex, [To Viola^ 
So far beneath your foft and tender breeding ^ 
And fince you callM me mafter for fo long^ 
Here is my hand you fliall from this time be 
Your mafter's miflrefs. 

Oli, A Mer, you are flic. 

SCENE VIL 

Enter Malvolio. 

Duke. Is this the madman ? 

Oli* Ay, my Lord, this fame : how now, Malvolio? , 

* jilliagce, uk\ fo pleafe you. RevifaU 
G 2 
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Mai. ^5[adaIn, you hive done me wirong, notofw 
ous wrong. 

OIL Have I, Malvolio ? no* 

MaL Lady, you have ; pray you, perufe that Ictterw 
You murt not now deny it is your hand. 
WrJte from it if you can, in hand or phrafc ; 
Or fay 'tis not your feal, nor your invention ; 
You can fay none of this. Well, grant it then, 
And tell me in the modefty of honour, 
Why you" have given me fuch dear lights of favour^ 
Bade me come miiling, and crofs-garter'd to you,. 
To put on yellow /lockings, and to frown 
Upon Sir Toby, and the lighter people : 
And a^ing thus in an obedient hope,. 
Why have you fuffer^d me to be imprifon'd,. 
Kept in a dark houfe, vifited by the priefl^ 
Aiid made the moft notorious geek and gull 
That e'er invention playM on ? tell me, why ^ 

Oli. Alas, Malvolio, this is not my writing^ 
Tho', I confefs, much like the charadei: i 
But, out of queflion, 'tis Maria's hand. 
And now I do bethink me, ii was fhe 
Fii*ft told me thou waft mad ', then camfl thott 

(miling. 
And in fuch forms which here were prefuppos'd '^ 
Upon thee in the letter : pr'ythee, be content j 
This praftice hath moft Ihrewdly pafs'd upon thee j 
But when we know the grounds and authors of ity 
Thou fhalt be bdth the plaintiff and the )udge 
Of thine own caufe. 

Fab. Good Madam, hear me (peak; 
And let no quarrel, nor no brawl to come. 
Taint the condition of this prefent hour, 
Which I have wond'red at. In hope it ihaM not,, 
Moft freely I eonfefs myfelf and Sir Toby 
Set this device againft Malvolio here^ 
Upon fome ftubborn and uncourteous parts 
We had conceiv'd againft him. Maria writ 
The letter at Sir Toby's great importance ; 

t r. e. previouily pointed out to thec> in fach a 
mei a& to deceive thee. £cv^cZ. 
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In recompeiice whercojf he hath married her. 
How with a foortful malice it was follow'd. 
May rather pluck on laughter that) revenge. 
If that the injuries be juMy Weigh'd, 
That have on both fides pais'd. 

Olf, Alas, poor fool! how have they baffled 
thee ? 

Clo. Why, fame are born greaty fome atchieve 
gr^atftefsj and fome have greatnejs tkruft upon them. 
I was one, Sir, in this interlude 5 one Sir Topas^ 

Sir 5 but that's all one : by the Lordy fool^ I am 

not mad \ — but do you remember. Madam, wA/ 

laugh you at fuch a barren rafcalP an you fnUle notj 
he*s ^agg^d : and thus the whirl-gigg of time brings 
in his revenges. 

Mai, I'll be revengM on the whole padR: of you^ 

lExit»' 

OU, He hath been mo(): notoriouily abus'd. .' 

Duke, Purfue him, and intreat him to a peace : . 
Hfe hath not told us of the captain yet 5 
When that is known, and golden time convents, 
A folemn combination fhall be made 
Of our dear fouls. Mean tune, fweet fifter. 
We will not oart from hence. — ^Cefario, come j ' 
(For fo you mall be, wliile you are a man ;) 
But when in other habits you are feen, 
Orfino's mifhrefs, and his fancy's queen, [Exeunt. 

Clown fings. 

When that I was a little tiny boy^ 
With hey^ he^ the wind and the rain : 

A foolijb thing was but a toy^ 
For the rain it rair^eth every day. 

But when I came to man^s eftate^ 
. With hey^ ho^ &c. 

^Gainft knaves and theives men /but their gate^ 
For the rain^ &c. 

But when I came^ alas/ )to wive^ 

With heyj hoy Sec, 
By fwaggering could I never thrive^ 

ffthirainyUc. 

Digitized by CjOOQIC 



7« TWELFTH-NIGHT: ijaC A&Y^. 

But vhtn J camo unto my hedsj 

With heyy hoy &c. 
With toft-pots '/HU had driuthtn hioity 

For the rain^ See. 

A great uohile ago the loortd hegun^ 

With hey^ ho, &c. 
But thafs all one, our play is done ; 

And toeHlftrive to pleafe you vaery day^ 

* This pl&y is, in the gravet part, elegant and ezfyp 
afid in fome of the lighter fcenes, czqnintelv hnmoitr- 
ous. Ague-cheek is drawn with great propriety ; bo* 
his chara<3er is, in a great meafore, that of natural fa« 
tutty, and is,* therefore, not the proper prejr of a £itiriil» 
The folildNjuy of Mahrolio is truly conic ; he is be- 
trayed to ridicule merely by his pride. The marriage 
of Olivia, and the fiiccecding perplexity, thottghwell 
enough contrived to divert on the ftage, wants credi- 
bility, and fails to produce the proper inftrudlion re>> 
quired in the dnuiKi» at it txbibiu b» ^uA pUhiic ^i 
kfc. Jebnfiiu 
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^ • ^ two gemlemea, dwelling at Wiadfor^ 



SIR JoRK Falstaff. 

Fenton. 

Shallow, a country juftice. 

Sl K N D E R, couiin to l^allow. 

Mr Page, 

Mr Ford, 

Sir H u G H Ev A N s , a Welch^ parfon« 

JOtCaiVs, a French do^or. 

Hoft of the Garter. 

Baroolph* 

Pistol. 

Nym. 

Ro B I n, page to FalftaE. 

William Page, a boy, fen to Mr Page. 

Si MPLS, fervant to Slender. 

Rugby, iervant to Dt Caius. 

Mrs Pace. 
Mrs Ford. 
Mrs Ann Page, daughter to Mt Page, in lore rriik 

Fenton. 
Mrs Qu 1 c K L Y, fervant to JDr Caius. 

Servants to Page, Ford, &i. 
Sc IE M s , Windfor : Mnd the parts adjacent* 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 
Brfor$ Page*/ Houfc in Wiiulibr. 

£nur Juftice Shallow, Slender, and Sir Hm^ Evan?. 

Shallow* 

SI R Hugh, perfuade me not. I will make a 
Star-chamber matter of it. If he were twen- 
ty Sir John Faiftaffs, he fhail not abufe Ro- 
bert Shallow, Efq ; 

Slen, In the county of Glouccfler, juftidfe of 
peace, and coram, 
Shal. Ay, couiin Slender, and cuftaloritm, 
SUn. Ay, and rato-lorum too; and a gentlernaa 
bom, maftcr parfon, who writes himfelf armiger^ 

* Queen Elisabeth was fo well plieafed with the ad- 
Blifable eharadler of FalftafF ia the two paru of Hen- 
ry IV. chat, afr Mr Rowe iuforovs us, flic commanded 
Shakefpeare to continue {t for one play more, aud to 
iliew him in love. To this comanand we owe the 
Merry H^'tvts of Wind/or : which, Mr Gildoa fays, he 
was very well aflured our author finifhed in a fortnight* 
B6t this mAl be meant only of the iirft imperfedl {ketch 
^f this comedy, an old quarto edition whereof I hare 
fecn, printed in i6o» ; which iays, in the title-page 
As it bath been divers times a^ed botb bcfoie hct Majeftf 
gad elfivrkre* Pope. Theobalds 
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in any bill, warrant, quittance, or obligation; ar- 
tnigero, 

ShaL Ay, that I do, and have done any time 
thefe three hundred years. 

Slen, All his fucceilbrs, gone before him, have 
don't ; and all his anceftors, thai come after him, 
may ; they may give the dozen -white luces in their 
coat. \ 

Shal, It is an old coat. 

Eva. The dozen white lowfes do become an old 
coat well ; it agrees well, paflant ; it is a familiar 
bead to man, and fignifics love. . / 

ShaL The luce is the frefli fifli, the fah-fifli ia 
an old coat. ' 

Slen, I may quarter, coz. 

SkaU You may, by marrying. 

Eva. .It is marring, indeed, if he quarter it. 

ShaL Not a whit. 

Eva, Yes, per lady; if he has a quarter of your 
coar, there is but three fhirts for yourfelf, in ray 
fimple conjedUires. But that is all one ; if Sir John 
FalilafF have committed difparagements upon you^ 
I am of the church, and would be glad to do my 
benevolence, to make atonements and compromifes 
between you. 

ShrfL The council fhall he^r it ; it is a riot. 

Eva, It is not meet the council hear of a riot ; 
there is no fear of Got in a riot : the council, look 
you, fhall defire to hear the fear of Got, and not to 
hear a riot ; take your viza-ments in that. 

ShaL Ha ! o' my life, if I were yoimg again, the 
fword fhould end it. 

'^ Eva, It is petter that friends is the fword, and 
end it; and there is alfo another device in my 
prain, which, peradventure, prings good difcretions 
with it ; there is Anne Page, which is daughter to 
Mafler George Page, which is pretty virginity. 

Slen, Mifbrefs, Anne Page? ilie has br^wn hair, 
and fpeaks fmall like a woman. 

Eva. It is that ferry perfon for all the orld, as 
juft as you will defire ; and feven hundred pounds 
of monies, and gold ?nd filvcr, is her grandfire up- 
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on his death's bed (Got deliver to a joyful refur- 
redioiis), give, when fhe is able to oyertake feven- 
teen years old : it were a good motion, if we leave 
our pribbles and prabbles, and defire a marriage 
between Mafter Aoraham and Mifh-efs Anne Page. 

Slsn. Did her grandfire leave her feven hundred 
pounds ? 

Eva, Ay, and her father is make her a petter 
penny, 

Slen, I know the young gentlewoman ; fhe has 
good gifts. 

ShaL Seven hundred pounds, and poifibilities, is 
. good gifts. \ 

Slen, Well J let us fee honeft Mr Page : is Fal- 
■ftaff there? 

Eva, ShaU I tell you a lie ? I do defpife a liar, 
as I do defpife one that is falfe ; or as I defpife 
one that is not true. The knight, Sir John, is there ; 
and, I befeech you, be ruled by your well-wiiliers. 
\ will peat the door (^Knocks.'] for Mailer Page, 
What, hoa ? Got blefs your houfe here. 

SCENE IL 

Enter Mr Page. 

Pagg, Who's there? 

Eva, Here is Got's blefling, and your friend, and 
Juflice Shallow; and here's young Mafter Slender; 
•that, -peradventures, fliall tell you another tale, if 
matters grow to your likings. 

Paze. Tarn glad to fee your Worfhips well. I 
thanK you for my venifon, Mafter Shallow. 

ShaL Mafter Page, I am glad to fee you ; much 
^ood do it your good heart : . I wifli'd your veni- 
fon better ; it was ill kilPd. How doth good Mi- 
ftrefs Page ? and I thank you always with my hearty 
ia ; with my heart. 

Page, Sir, I thank you. 

Shal, Sir, I thank you ; by vta and no,! do. 

Page, I am glad to fee you, good Mafter Slender. 

Slen, How does your fallow greyhound, Sir ? I 
"heard fay, he was out-run on Gotfalc. 
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Page. It <:ould not be judgM, Sir. ' 

Slen* You'll not confefs, you'll not confcfs. 

Shal. That he will not— 'tis your fault, 'fis your 
fault--'tis a good dog. 

Page, A cur, Sir. 

Shal. Sir, he's a good dog, and a fair dog ; can 

tli#re be more faid ? he is good and fair Is Sir 

John Fal/laff here? 

Page. Sir, he is within ; and I would I. could 
do i good office between you. 

Eva, It is fpoke as a Chriftians ought to fpeak. 

ShaL He hath wrotig'd me, Mafter Page. 

Page, Sir, he doth in Comt fort confefs it. 

ShaL If it be confefs'd, it is not redrefs'd ; Is not 
that fo, Mafter Page ? He hath wrong'd mc—in- 
deed he hath— at a word, he hath—believe me— 
Robert Shallow, Efq; faith he is wrong'd. 

Page. Here comes Sir John. 

SCENE III. 

Enter Sir John Falftaff, Bardolph, Nym and Piftd. 

Fai. Now^ Mafter ShaUow, you'll complain of me 
to the council ? 

Shal. Knight, you have beaten my men, kill'd 
my deer, and broke open my lodge. 
^ F(d- But not kifs'd your keeper's dauber. 

Shal. Tuu a pin ; this fliall be anfwer'd. 

fal. I will anfwer it ftrait : I hav^ done all this. 
That is now anfwer'^. 

Shal, The council fliail.know this. 

Fal. 'Twere better for you if 'twere not known 
In council ; you'll be laugh'd at. 

Eva. Pauca vorba^ Sir John, good worts. 
, Fal. Good worts ? good cabbage. Slender, I 
^Woke your head ; what matter have you againftnie? 

Slen Marry, Sir, I have matter in my liead 
agamft you, and againft your coney- catching-raf- 
cab t, Bardolph Nym and Piftol. 

f A concy-catchcr was, in the lime of Elizabeth, a 
common name ior a cheat or 0iarper. Jolfj/on, 
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Bar, You Banbtiry cheefe ? 

Slen. Ay, it is no matter. . 

Pi/i, How now, Mephoilophilus * ? 

Slen. Ay, it is no matter. 

Nym. Slice, I fay ; paucUy pauca : flice, that's 
my humour. 

Slen, Where's Simple, my man ? can you tell, 
coufin? 

Eva. Peace, I pray you ; now let us underftand : 
there is three umpires in this matter, as I under* 
ft^nd ; that is, Mafter Page ; fidelicet^ Matter Page ; 
and there is myfelf; jidelicet^. myklf \ and the 
thr?e party is, laftly and finally, mine hod of the 
Garter. 

Page, We three to hear it, and end it between 
themT 

Eva, Ferry goot ; I will make a prief of it in 
my note book, and we will afterwards ork upon 
the caufe with as great difcreetlv as we can. 

FaL Piftol 

Pift. He hears with ears. 

Eva, The tevil and his tarn! what phrafe is 
this, he hears with ear ? why, it is afFeftations. 

FaL Piftol, did you pi|fc Mr Slender's purfe ? 

SUn, Ay, by thefe gloves did h^, (or I would I 
might never come in mine own great chamber 
again elfe), of feven groats in mill-fixpences, and 
two Edward /hovel-boards, that coft me two /hil- 
ling and two pence a-piece of Yead Miller, by 
thefe gloves. 

FaL Is this true, Piflol ? ^ 

Eva, No 5 it is falfe, if it is a pick-purfe. 

PiJK Ha, thou mountain-foreigner !- Sir John, 

and mafler mine, 
1 combat challenge of this latten bilboe : 
Word of denial in thy Labra'shere ; 
Word of denial. Froth and fcum, thou ly'il. 

Slen, By thefe gloves, then 'twas he. 

Nym, Be advis'd. Sir, and pafs good humours : 
I will fay marry trap with you, if you run the bafe 

♦ The name of a fpirit or familiar. 'Warton, 
Vol. m. H 
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humour on me ; that is the very note of it. 

Slen, By this hat then, he in the red face had it; 
for tho' I cannot remember what I did when you 
made me drunk, yet I am not altogether an afs. 

. Fal What fay you, Scarlet and John * ? 

Bard. Why, Sir, for my part, I iay the gentle- 
man had drunk hiimelfoutof hts five fentences. 

Eva. It is, his five fenfes: iy^ what the igno- 
rance is ! ^ 

Bard, And being fap,' Sir, was, as tfiey fay, ca- 
fliier'd; and fo conclufions paft thd^carreiresf . 

Slen, Ay, you ^ke in Latin then too ; but ^tis 
no matter ; I'll nVer be drunk wliilft I live again, 
but in honeft, civil, godly company, for this trick : 
if I be drunk, I'll be drunk with thofe that have 
the fear of God, and not with drunken knaves. 

Eva, So Got,iidg me, that is a virtuous mind. 

Fal, You hear all thefe matters, iienyjd, gentle- 
men; youhe^rit. 

Enter. MiJlreff'Axm^. Page, *wtth 'ptine, 

Page.fiayy daughter, carry the wjne in; we?ll 
drink within. [^Exit Anne Page. 

Slen, O hcav'n I this b Miftrefs Anne Page. 

Enter Miftrefi Ford, and Miflrefs Page, 

Page. How now, sMiflrefs Ford ? 
Fm, Miftrefs Ford, by my troth you arc very 
well met : ?by your leave, good miftrefs. 

[Kijfing ker. 

Page, Wife, bid thefe gentlemen welcome : come, 

•ivehaveahotvenifonpafty to dinner : come, gentle- 

4ncn ; I hope we ihafl drink down alKunkindnefs. 

[Exeunt Fal. Page, eSrc. 

* The names of two of Robin Hood's companions. 

Warhurt9n. 
f I believe this (Irange word is nothing but the Frcftch 
tariere^ and the cxpreflion means, that the ctmmon bounds 
r •flood behaviour "were over faffed. John^n, 
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S C E N E. IV. 

Manent Shallmv, Evans, and Slender. 

Slert, I had rather than fortf ihlllings I had my 
book of ibng^ and fonnets here. 

Enter ^Simple. 

How now, Simple, where have you been? I muft- 
wait on myfelf, muft I ? you have not the book of 
riddles about you, have you ? 

Simjf, Book of riddles ! why, did you not lend it 
to Ahce Shortcake upon Allhallowmas lafl^ a fort- 
night afore Michaelmas ? 

ShaL Come, coz ; come coz ; we ftay for you : 
a word with you, coz : marry this, coz ; there is, 
as 'twere, a tender, a kind of tender, made afar off 
by Sir Hugh here ; do you underftand me ? 

Slen. Ay, Sir, you fhall find me reafonable : if it 
Be fo, I (hall do that that is reaibn. 

ShaL ^ay^ but underftand me, 

Shff,:SBl'^Svcr 

Eva. Give ear to his motions, Mr Slender : I 
will defcription the matter to you, if you be capa- 
city of it. 

Slen. Nay, I will do as my coufin Shallow fays : 
I pray you, pa'rdon me ; he's a juftice of peace in 
his country, fimple tho' I' (land here. 

Eva* But that is not the queftion j the queftion 
is concerning your marriage. 

ShaL Ay, there's the point, Sir. 

Eva, Marry is it ; the very point of it, to. Mrs 
Anne Page. 

Slen, Why, if it be fo, I will marry her upon 
any reafonable demands. 

Eva, But can you affedion the *oman ? let us 
command to know that of your mouth, or of youc 
lips ; for divers philofophers hold, that the lips is 
parcel of the mind * ; therefore precifdy, can you 
carry your good will to the maid ? 

; • Psrcel of the mowih, KtVifaU 

Ha 
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Shal. Coufin Abraham Slender, can you love her ? 

Slen. I hope, Sir, I will do as it fhall become one 
that would do reafon. 

Eva. Nay, Got^s lords and his ladies, *you muft 
fpeak poilitable, if you can carry her your defires 
towards her^ 

ShaL That you muft : , will you, upon good dow- 
ry, marry her ? 

Slen. I will do a, greater thing than that upon 
your requeft, coufin, in any reafon. 

SkaL Nay, conceive me, conceive me, fwect coz ; 
•what I do is to pleafure you, coz j can you love 
tlie maid ? 

Slen, I will marry Her, Sir, at your requeft : but 
if thei:e be no great love in the beginning, yet 
heav'n may decreafe it^ upon better acquaintance, 
when we are married, and have .more occafion ta 
know one another. I hope upon familiarity will 
grow more contempt ; but if you fay majrry her, I 
will marry her, that I am freely diflolved, and dUf* 
folutely. 

Eva» It k a ferry difcretion anfwcr, fave the fall 
is in th* ort diJFohtely : the ort is, according to our 
meaning, re folutely \ his meaning is good. 

ShaL ' Ay, I think my couiin meant well. 

SUn. Ay, or elfe I would I might he bang*d, hu 

S C E N E V. 

Enter. Miftrefs Anne Page. 

Shah Here comes fair Miftrefs Anne : Vould i 
were young for your fake, Miftrefs Anne ! 

Atme, The dinner is on the table 5 my father de« 
ires your Worlhip's company. ^ 

^haL I will wait on him, fair Miftrefs Anne. 

E'oa, Od^s plefied will, I will not be abfence at 
the grace. {Ex, Shallow and Evans. 

Anne. Will't pleafe your Worifh^to come in. Sir > 

Slen. No, I thanK you, forfooth, heartily; I am 
very well. 
' Anne. The dinner attends you, Sir. 

SUn. I am Qoc a-hung^^ I thajj^ you, fbrfootib^ 
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Go, firrah, for all you are my man, go wait upon 
my coufin Shallow : [^Ex^ Simple.] A juilice of peace 
fomdtirae may be beholden to his friend for a man. 
I keep but three men and a boy yet, 'till my mo* 
ther be'dead; but what though, yet I live like a 
p'oor' gentleman born., 

^fte, I may not go ^in without your worililp ; 
they will not fit 'till you come. 

Slen, rfaith I'll eat nothing ! I thank you as 
much as though I did. 

A/f»e, I pray you, Sir, walk in. 

Slen, I had rather walk here, I thank you : I 
bruisM my fliiri th* other day, with playing at fword 
and dagger with a marter of fence,.three veneys for 
a difli of flew'd prunes 5 and, by my troth, I can- 
not abide the fmell of hot meat fince. Why do 
your dogs bark fo ? be there bears i' th' town ? 

Affne. I think there are, Sir 3 I heard themtalk'd 
of. 

Sle». I love the fport well, but I fliall as fooit 
quarrel at it as any mail in England. ^ You are 
afraid if you fee the bear loofe, are you not ? 

Anue, Ay, indeed. Sir. 

Slen. Thai's meat and drink to me now ; I have 
feen Sackerfon loofe twenty times, and have taken 
him by the chain ; but I warrant you the women 
have fo cry'd and iliriek'd at it, tlvdt it pall* : but 
women indeed cannot abide 'em, they are very iU- 
favour'd rough things. 

Enter Mr Page. 

Page, Come, gentle Mr Slender, come; we flay 
for yoU. 

Sien. I'll eat nothing, I thank you. Sir. 

Page, By cock and pyc^, you iliall not chufe, 
Sir; come, come. 

Sle/t, Nay, pray you, lead the way. 

Page, Come on, Sir. 

• Jt pafl, or this paj/cs, \?as a way of fpeaking cii(loma« 
ry heretofore, to figaify the excefs^ or exti aordinary degrtc 
oi afrv thing.. Warburton. 

H-3 
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Slen, Miftrefs Anne, yourfelf fhall go firft. 

Anne, Not i, Sir; pray you, keep on. 

Slen, Truly I will not go firft, truly-la: I wili 
not do you that wrong. 

Anne, I pray you, Sir. 

Sie». Ill rather be unmailnerly than trouble- 
ioDie ', you do yourfelf wrong, indeed-ia. [ExeunK 

SCENE VI. 
Re-enter Evans and Simple. 

Eva, Go your ways, and aik of Do£lof Ciaus^ 
houfe which is the way; and there dwells one Mi- 
ftrefs Qiiickly, which is in the manner of his nurfe^ 
or his dry nune, or his cook, or hi^ laundry, hi» 
wafher, and his wringer. , 

Simp, Well, Sir. 

Eva, Nay, it is petter yet; give her this letter;, 
for it is a *oman that altogethers acquaintance with 
Miftrefs Anne Page ; and the letter is to defire and 
require her to foKcit yoiu* mafter's defires to Miftrefs 
Anne Page. I pray you be gone : I will make an 
• end of my dinner ; therels pippins and cheefe to 
«ome» ^ [^Exeunt feveraUf^ 

SCENE \I1. 
Changes to the Carter-inn^ 

Enter FalftaflT, Hoft, Bardolph, Nym,. Pifto^. 

amd Robin. 
• ^ 

Fal, Mine hoft of the Garter. 

Hoft, What fays my bully Rock ? fpcak icholar* 
ly and wifely. 

FaL Truly, mine hoft^ I muft turn away fome of 
my followers- 

Hoft, Difcard, bully Hercules, calhier^ let then» 
wag : trot, trot. 

Fal, I (it at ten pounds a week. 

Hift, ThouVt an Emperor, Cafar, Kelfar and 
Pheafar. I^iU entertain Bardolph, he fhaJl draw^ 
he ihall tap : faidi well, bully Heaorj 
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FaL Do fo, good mine hoft. 

Hoji. I have fpokc, let him follow ; let me fee thee 
firoth, and live ; I am at a word ; follow. [Exit Holt. 

FaL Bardolph, follow him ; a tapfter is a good 
trade : an old cloak makes a new jerkin ; a witlier'd 
fcrving-man a frefh tapfter ; go, adieu. 

Bard. It is a life that I have defir'd : I will thrive. 

[Exit Bard. 

Pi ft. p bafe Hungarian wight, wilt thou the 
ipigot wield ? 

Nym. He was gotten in drink ; is not the humour 
conceited ? His mind is not heroic, and there's the 
humour of it. 

Fal, I am glad I ^m fo (]pit of this tinderbox^ 
his thefts were too open 5 his fildiing was like an 
unikilful finger, he kept not time. 

Nym, The good humour is to fteal at a minute's * 
reft. 

Pift. Convey, the wife it call: fteal? foh; a fico 
for the phrafe 1 

FaL Well, Sirs, I am almoft out at heels. 

Pift. Why, then let kibes enfue. 

FaL There is no remedy : I rauft coney-catch, I 
muft Ihift. 

Pift. Young ravens muft have food. 

FaL Which of you know Ford of this town ? . 

Pift. I ken the wight, he is of fubftancc good. 

FaL My honeft lads, I will tell you what I am 
about. 

Pift. Two yards and more. 

FaL No quips now, Piftol ; indeed, I am in the 
waft* two yards about ; but I am now about n« 
vrafte, I am about thrift. Briefly, I do mean t* 
make love to Ford^s wife ; I fpy entertainment in 
her ; fhe difcouries, fhe carves, ftie gives the leer 
of invitation : I can conftrue the a^ion of her fa- 
miliar flyle, and the harde ft voice of her behaviour, 
to be engliflied right, is, / am Sir jfojtn Falftaff^s, 

Pift. He hath ftudy'd heir well, and tranflated her 
well, out of honefty into EngUih. 

f Ovr author probably wrote, at a fmim*s reft. JohiUV 

r 
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Nym, The anchor * is deep ; will that humour pafs ? 

Fat Now the report goes, fliehas all the rule of 
her hufband's purfe : flie hath a legion of angels. 

Pijl, As many devils entertain j and to her, boy, 
fay I. 

Nym, The hi^our rifes ; it is good j humour nie 
the angels. • 

FaL I have writ me here a letter to her ; and here 
another to Page's wife, 'who even now gave me 
good eyes too, examined my parts with moft judi- 
cious oeilaids j fometimes the beam of her view^ 
gilded my foot, fometimes my portly belly. 

Pijl, Then did the fun on dunghill Ihine^ 

Nym. I thank thee for that humour, 

FaL O, file did fo courfe o'er my exteriors wiflr 
fuch a greedy intention, that the appetite of her eye 
did feem to fcorch me up like a Wming-glafs. • 
Here's another letter to her ; - (lie bears the purfe 
too; flie is a^ region in Guiana, all gold and bountpr. 
I will be cheater f to them both, and they fhall Be 
Exchequers to me ; they Ihall be my Eafl and Weft 
Indies, and I will trade to them both. Go, bear 
thou this* letter to Miftrefs Page ; and thou this to 
Miftrefs Ford : we will thrive, lads, we will thrive. 

PiJ}. Shall I Sir Pandarus of Troy become, 
And by my fide wear fteel? then. Ldcifer take all ! 

Nynu I will run no bafe humour ; here take the 
humour-lettar, \ will keep the 'haviour of reputa- 
tion. 

Fal, Hold, firrah, bear you thefe letters tightly, 
Sail like my pinnace to thefe golden fhores. 

{To RobiB. 
Rogues, henc6, avaunt; vanifh like hail-flones, go; 
Trudge, plod away o'th' hoof, feek ibelter, pack-! 
FaUlaff will learn the humour of the age, 
French thrift, you rogues j ipyfelf, and fkirtedpage. 
lEx, Falflatf and Boy. 

• A cafk or barrel. 

t By which is meant EfchtatourSy an officer in the c*- 
«hc^ucr, in no good repute with die common people. 
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SCENE VIII. 

Piji. Let vultures gripe thy guts 5 for gourd and 
FuUam* holds/ 
And high and low beguiles the rich and poor. 
Teller I'll have in pouch when th6u Ihalt lack, 
Bafe Phrygian Turk! 

Nym, I have operations in my head, which be 
humours of revenge. 

Pifl, Wilt thou revenge ? 

Nym, By Welkin, and her flar. 

Pijl. With wit, or ftcel? 

Nj^m, With both the humours, I :, 
I will difcufs the humour of this love to Ford. 

Pifl, And I to Page fhall eke unfold, . 
How FalftafF, varlet vile, 
His dove will prove, his gold will hold, 
And his foft couch defile. 

Nym* My humour fhall not cool ; I will incenfe 
Ford to deal with poifon ; I will poflefe him with 
yellownefs ; for the revolt of mien f is dangerous : 
that is my true humour. 

P/7?. Thou art the Mars of male-contents : I fe* 
fond thee; troop on. [^ExewiU 

S C E I:^ E IX. 

changes to Dr CaiusV Houfi. 
Enter Mrs Quickly, Simple, and John Rugby. 

Quic, What, John Rugby! I pray thee, go t» 
the cafem^nt, and fee if you can fee my mafler, 
Mafter Doftor Caius, coming ; if he do, i*^ faiths 
and find any body in the houfe, here will be old 
abufing of God^s patience, and the king's Englifli. 

Rug, I'll go watch. 

Quic. Go, and we'll have a poflet for't foon at 
night, in faith, at the latter end of a fea-coal fire. 
[^Exit Rugby.] An honeft, willing, kind fellow, as 
ever fervant fliall come in houfe withal ; and, I war** 

* Fullam is a cant-term for falfe dice :— •^osr</»anothQr 
inftrumenc of gaming, fyarh. 
I Thi*r<v*/^ e/mtnc. Po/tf. 
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rant you, no tell-tale, nor no^breed-bate ; his worfl 
fault is, that he is given to prayer; he is fomething 

ejevifh that way ^ but nabody but has his fauif j but ** 
t that pafs. Peter Simple you fay your name is.. 
^ Sim, Ay, for fault of a better, 

^ic. And Mafter Slender*^ your matter? 

Sim. ky<t forfooth. 

Quic. Does He not wear a great round b^ard, 
Mke a glover's paring-knife ? 

Sim, No, forfooth; he hath but a little wee-face,, 
with a little yellow beard, a Cain-colourM * beard. 

S^uic, A foftly-fprighted man, is he hot ? 

Shn, Ay, forfooth; but he is as tall a man of his 
hands, as any is between this and his head : he 
hath fought with a warrener. 

j^tfiV. How fay you ? oh, I fhould remember him j 
^oes he not hold up his head, as it were,? and ftrat 
in his gait? 

Sim, Yes, indeed does he. 

Quic. Well, heav'n fend Anne Page no worfe' 
frrtune ! Tell Mafter Parfon Evans, I'U do what I 
can for your mafter: Anne is a good girl,, andi. 

wiih '■ 

Entei Kughy/ 

Rug, Out, alas ! here comes my mafter. 

Qulc.yjQ fhall all be fhent; run in here, good' 
young man ; go into this clofet ; [^Jbuts Simple in th$ 
clofet.'] he will not ftay long. What, John Rugby I 
John ! what, John, I fay ; go, John, go enquire for 
my mafter ; I doubt, lie be not well that he come* 
not home : and doivrtf doiun^ a-do-wn^a^ &c. [SingSm 

S C E N E X. 

Enter Do{ior Caius. 

Caius Vat is you fing ? I do not like des toys ;. 
prey you, go and vetch me in my. clofet uu boitier 
vetd \ ; a box, a green-a box ; do intend vat I 
fpeak ? a green-a box. 

* Cain and Judas, in the tapeArtes and pidbires o^ 
©Id, were reprcfcnted xvxxh yellovf beards. Theobald,' 
. t A cafe of furgeons inftrumems. DtGraj* 
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JJft/V. A7, forfooth, I'll fetch it you. 
1 am glad he went not in liinjfelfj if he had fbund 
the young man, he would have been horn-mad. 

Caius, F(p, fe^ fe, fe, ma-foiy il fait fort chaud j J9 
4t^en vaie a la cour la grande affaire. 

Qiiic. Is it this, Sir ? 

Cams. Ouy^ metiez le au mon pocket ; depichez^ 
quickly, ver is dat knave Rugby ? 

!^ic. What, John Rugby! John! 

Rug, Here, Sir. 

Caius, You are John Rugby, and you are Jack 
Rugby ; come, take-a your rapier, and come after 
my heel to the court. 

Jtug. 'Tis ready. Sir, here in the porch. 

Caius, By my trot, I tarry too long : od's me f 
J^«' ay f oubUi ? dere is fome fimples m my clofet, 
dat I will not for the varld I fliall leave behind 

{fttic^ Ay-me, he'll find the young mart there, 
and be mad. 

Caius, O diabUy diable! vat is in my clofet? vil- 
laine, Larron ! Rugby, my rapier. 

[Pulls Simple out of the clofet^ 

fiuic. Good mafter, be content. 

Caius, Wherefore (hall I be content-a? 
/ ^ic The young man is an honed man. 
'. Caius. What ihall de honeft man do in my clofet ? 

* dere is no honed man dat fliall come in my clofet. 

i^uic, I befeech you, be not fo phlegmatic ; hear 
the truth of it. He came of an errand to me from 
parfon Hugh. 

Caius, veil. 

Sim. Ay, forfooth, to defire her to— — 

Quic. Peace, I pray you. 

Caius, Peace-a your tongue.-^Speak-a your tale. 

Sim, To defire this honed gentlewoman, your 
maid, to fpeak a good word to Mifbrefs Anne Page 
for my mafter, in the way of marriage. 

a^ic. This is all, indeed-la : but I'H never put 
. my finger in the fire, and need not. 

Caius. Sir Hugh fcnd-a-you ? Rugby, baillez roe 

• »ibmg paper; tarry you a Uttle while. 
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Qttic. I am glad he is fo quiet ; if he had been 
thoroughly moved, you Ihould have heard him fo 

loud, and fo melancholy. But notwithftanding, 

man, I'll do for your mafter what good I can ; and 
the very yea and the no is, the French Dod^or my 
mafter, (I may call him my mafter, look you, for 
I keep his hoiife, and I wafh, wring, brew, bake, 
fcour, drefs meat and drink, make the beds, and 
do all my felf.) 

Sim. 'Tis a great charge to come under one bo- 
,dy's hand. 

Quic. Are you a-vis'd o' that ? you iliall find it a 
great charge ; and to be up early and down late. 

But notwithftanding, to tell you in your ear, 

I would have no words of it, my mafter himfelf is 
in love with M iftrefs Anne Page 5 but notwithftand- 
ing that, I know Anne's mind, that's neither here 
nor there. 

, Caius, You jack'nape ; ^ve a-this letter to Sir 
Hugh ; by gar, it is a /hallenge : I will cut his 
throat in de parke, and I Will teach a fciirvy jack- 
a-nape prieft to meddle or make ' you may be 
gone ; it is not cood you tarry here ; by gar, I will 
cut all his two ftones ; by gar,, he ihafl not have a 
ftone to trow at his dog, [Exit Simple. 

^ic, Alas, he fpeaks but for his friend. 

Casus, It is no matter'a ver dat : do you not tell* 
ame, dat I fhall have Anne Page for mvfelf ? by 
gar, I vill kill de jack prieft ; and I have appointed 
mine hoft of de Jarterre to meafure our weapon 5 
by gar I will myfelf have Anne Page. 

Quic, Sir, the maid loves you, and aD fhall be 
well : we muft give folks leave to prate 5 what, tlie 
goujere ! 

Caius. Rugby, come to the court with me ; 

by gar, if I have not Anne Page, I fhall turn your 
head I out of my door : — follow my heels, Rugby. 
[Ex, Caius and Rugby. 

^ic. You fhall have Jn tool's-hcad of your own. 

. No, I know Anne's mind for that ; never a woman 

in Windfor knows more of Anne's mind than I do, . 

nor can do more than I do with her, I thank hcav'n. 
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FenU 'Within.'] Who's within there, hoa ? 
Quic. Who's there, I trow ? come near the houfe, 
1 pray* you. 

S C E N E XI, 

Enter Mr Fenton. 

■Fent, How now, good woman, how doft thou ? 

i^uic. The better that it pleafes your good wor- 
. ihip to aik. 

Feut, What news ? how does pretty Miftrefs Anne ? 

i^uic. In truth, Sir, and ihe is pretty, and honell, 
and gentle ; and one that is your friend, I can tell 
you that by the way, I praife heav'n for it. 

Fent, Shall I do any good, diink'fl thou ? ihall I 
not lofe my fuit ? 

Quic» Troth, Sir., all is in his hands above ; but 
-notwithftanding, Mafter Fenton, I'll be fworn on 
a book /he ioves you. — ^Have not your woriliip a 
wart above your eye ? 

Fent, Yes, marry have f ; and what of that ? 

i^uiCt Well, thereby hangs a tale; good faith it 
is fuch another Nan -, but, I deteil, an honefl maid 
as ever, broke bread ;— we had an hour's talk of 
that wart : — I ihaU never laugh but in that maid's 
•company ! — But, indeed, ilie is given too much to 

allicboly and mufing ; but for you Well 

.^o to— 

Fent. Well, I fliall fee her to day. Hold, there's 
money for thee : let me have thy voice in my behalf ^ 
if thou feeft her before me, command me— — 

Qaic, Will I? ay, faith, that we will: and F 
'will tell your worlhip more of tlie wart, the next 
time we have confidence, and of other wooers. 

Fent, Well, farewell, I am in great hifte now. 

iKxlt. 

' Qitic, Farewell to your Worfhlp. Truly, an honelt 

gentlem^, but Anne loves him not ; I know Anne'* 

mind as well as another does. Out ^ipon't, what 

■have I forgot ? [Exit, 

Vol. In. I 
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A C T n. S C E N E I. 

' Before iV2Lge*s Houfe^ 

[Enter Mrs Page, ivith a letter. 
Mrs Page, 

THAT, havel'fcap'd love-letters in the holy^ 
' day-time of my beauty, and am I now a fub- 
jeft'for them ? Let me fee : 

Ajk me *no reafon luky I love you ; for lAo* lave 
life reafon for his prtcifian^ he admits him not for 
his counfelior *. You are not youngs no more am I,' 
Qo to thenj there's fympathy : you are merry^ fo am 
/• ha I ha! then there's more fympathy : you love 
fack^ and jo do I', 'would you defer e better fympa- 
thy P l9t it fuffice theej Miflrefs Pave^ at the leafly 
if the love of a foldier can fuffice^ that I love thee, 
JviUlnotfay^ pityme^ ?tisnota foldierrlike phrafe ; 
^ut I f(^yy*^^^^' 

By me^ thine own true Knight, 
By day or nighty 
Or any kind of Ught, 
With all his mighty 
For thee to fight, John Falftaff. 

What a Herod t)f Jewry is this ? O wicked, wicked 
world I one that is weU nigh worn to pieces with 
age, to ihow himfelf a young gallant 1 what un- 
wigh'd behaviour hath this Fleniiih drunkard 
pick't, r th' devil's name, out of my converfation, that 
he dares in this manner aflay me ? why, he hath 
not been thrice in my company : what Ihould I fay 
to him ?— I was then frugal of my mirth— heav'n 

• This is obfcurc ; but the meaniag is, |Ao' love fer^ 
mAt req/bn to tell -what is fit to be done, be feUcm follows its 
tiiwce. Warburton. , 

Perhaps Falftaff faid, ihougb love ute reafon as bis 
phyficiaDi be admits him not for bis cottnftUor. Johnfon. 
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forgive me — ^Why, I'll exhibit a bill in the parlia- 
ment for the putting down of men. How ihall I be 
reveng'd on mm ? for reveng'd I will be, as furc as 
his guts are made of puddings; 

SCENE II. ^ 

Enter Mts Ford. 

Mrs Ford, Mrs Page^ . truft me, I was going to. 
jcour houfe. 

Mrs Page. Andtruft me,. I was coming to you'j 
you look Mtry ill. 

Mrs Fird, Nay, Pll- ne'er believe that j. I have. 
to ftiew to the contrary. 

Mrs Page. 'Faith, but you do, in my mind. 

Mrs Ford. Well, I do then ; yet I fay I could 
Ihew you to the contrary. . O MiHrefs Page, give 
me ibme counfel. 

Mrs Paze What's the matter, woman ? 

Mrs F(M. O woman ! if it were not for one tri- 
fling refpeft, I could come to luch honour. 

Mfs Page. Hang the trifle, woman, take the ho- 
nour ; what is ix ? di^penfe. with trifles ;. what is it ? 

Mrs Ford. If I. would but go to hell for an eter* 
nal moment, or fo, I could be knighted. 

Mrs Page. What ?— thou lieft !— Sir Alice Ford ! 
— thefe knights will hack, and fo thou fliouldft not 
alter the article of thy gentry. 

Mrs Ford W^ burn day-light — ^here, read — read 
— ^perceive how I might be knighted— I fliall think 
the worfe of fat-men, as long as I have an eye to 
make difference of mens liking ; and yet he would 
not fwear ; prais'd women's modcfty ; and gave iiuch 
orderly and wtellrbehaved reproof to all uncome-» 
linefs, that I would have fworn his diipofition would 
have gone to' the truth of his words ; biu they do 
no more adhere, and keep pace together, than tho 
htmdredth Pfalm to the tune of Green Sleeves. What 
tempeil I trow, threw this whale, with fo many 
ten of oil in his belly,, afliore at Windfor? how 
fljall I be reveng'd o» him ? I thmk the beft way 
were to entertain him with hope, 'till the wicked 
I 2 

Digitized by CjOOQIC 



100 The MERRY WIVES Aail, 

iire of luft have melted Inm in his own greafe— - 
Did you ever hear the like ? 

Mrs Page, Letter for letter, but that the name 
of Page and Ford differs. To thy great comfort 'm 
this myftery of ill opinions, here's the twin-brother 
of thy letter ; but let thine inherit firft, for, I pro- 
teft, mine never fliall. I warrant he hath a thou^ 
fand of thefe letters,, writ with blank-fpace for 
different names 5 nay, more ; and thefe are of the 
i'econd edition : he will print them out of doubt, 
for he cares not what he puts into the prefs, when 
he would put us two. I had ratlier be 'a giantefs> 
and ly under mount Pelion. Well, I will find 
you twenty lafcivious turtles, ere one chafte man. 

Mrs Ford. Why, this is the very fame, the very 
hand, the very words : what doth he think of us ? 

Mrs Page, Nay, I know not ; it makes me al- 
mofl ready to wrangle with mine own honefty. I'll 
entertain myfelf like one that I am not acquainted 
■withal j for, lure, unlefs he knew (oim ftain in 
me, that I know not myfelf, he would never have 
boarded me in this fury. 

Mrs Ford. Boarding, call it you ? I'll be fure to 
keep him above deck. 

Mrs Page. So will I ; if he come under my hatches, 
I'll never to fea again. Let's be reveng'd on him ; 
let's appoint him a meeting, give him a fhow of 
comfort in his fuit, and lead him on with a £ne 
baited delay, 'till he hath pawn'^ his horfcs to mine 
hoft of the'Garter. 

Mrs Ford, Nay, I will confent to aft any vil- 
lainy a^ainft him, that may not fully the charinef* 
of our honefty. Oh that my hufband faw this let* 
ler ! it would give him eternal food- to his jealoufy. 

Mrs Page, Why, look where he comes, and my 
^Tood nan too ; he's as far from jcaloufy, as I am 
from giving him caufe ; and that, I hope, is an 
unmeafurable diflance. 

Mrs Ford, You are the happier woman. 

Mrs Page. Let's confult together againft this. 
gresfy knight. Gome hither. U^^^y reiiru 
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SCENE III. 

Enter Ford ivith Piflol, Page luith Nym. 

Ford, Well, I hope it be not fo. 

Pijl. Hope is a curtail* dog in fome^afiairs. 
Sir John affeds thy wife. 

Ford, Why, Sir, my wife is not young. 

Pifl, He wooes both high and low, both rich and 
poor. 
Both young and old, one with another, Ford j 
He loves thy gally-mawfry, Ford, perpend. 

Ford, Love my wife ? 

Pi ft. With liver burning hot : prevent, or go thou, 
like SirAfteon, he, with Ring- wood at thy heels — . 
O, odious is the name. 

Ford, What name, Sir ? 

Pift. The horn, I fay : farewell. 
Take heed, have open eye j for tliieves do foot by» 

ni^t. 
Take heed ere fummer comes,, or cuckoo-birds af- 
fright. 

Away, Sir corporal Nyra f . 

Believe it. Page, he (peaks fenfe. {Exit Piflol, 

Ford, I will be patient'; I will find out this. 

Nym, And this is true : I like not the humour of 
lying; he hath ^vrong'd me in fome humours : I 
ihomd have bom the humour'd letter to her; but I 
have a fword^ and it ihall bite upon my necellity — 
He loves your wife ; there's the lliori and the long. 
My name is .Corporal Nym ; I fpeak, and T 
avouch ; 'tis true — my name is Nym, and. FalllaH' 

loves your wife. Adieu ; I love not the humour 

of bread and checfe : adieu. \Exit Nym. 

Pa^e, The humour of it, quoth a' ! here's a fel- 
low frights humour out of it3 wits. 

* That is, a dog that mifles his game. John/on, 

f Nym, 1 believe, : is out of place, and we fhou!d-4 

read thus : 

Awajft Sir corporal, 
Nym.. Believe it^ Page^ he fpeah fenfe* Jdhnfon^ .. 

13 



d by Google 



i6t The MERRY WIVES AftIL 

Ford. I will feek out Falftaff. 

Page, I never heard fuch a drawling, affefting 
rcgue. . ' 

Ford. If I do find it : well. 

Pagf^ I will not believe fuch a Catalan, tho' the 
prieff o' th' town commended him for a true maik 

Ford. 'Twas a good fenfible fellow — ^well. 

S C E N E IV. 

Mrs Page and Mrs Ford comeforiuard. 

Page. How now, Meg ? 

Mrs Page. Whither go you, George ? — ^hark you. 

Mrs Ford. How now, fweet Frank, why art thou 
melancholy ? 

Ford. I melancholy M am not melancholy. — Get 
you home, go. 

. Mrs Ford. Faith, thou haft fome crochets in thy 
head now — Will you ^Oy Miftrefs Page ? 

Mrs Page. Have with you. — You'll come to din- 
ner, George ?— Look who comes yonder : ilie ihall 
be our meflenger to this paultry knight. 

\^Afide to Mrs Ford;. 

Enter Miflrefs Quickly. 

Mrs Ford. Tnift me I thought on her, fhe'll fit it 

Mrs Page, You are come, to fee my daughter 
Anne ? 

Quic, Ay, forfooth; and, I pray, how does good- 
Mi ftrefs Anne ? 

Mrs Pa^e. Go in with us and fee ; we have an 
tour's talk with you. 

[Ex. Mrs Page, Mrs Ford, and Mrs Quickly. 

SCENE V. 

Page. How now, Mafter Ford ? 

Ford. You heard what this knave told me, did 
you not ? 

Page Yes; and you heard what the other told me ? 

Ford, Do you. think there is truth in them? 

Paae. Hang 'cm,^ flavesj I do not think, the 
Knight would ofier it ; but thefe tliat accufe hiiQ 
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in his intent towards our wives^ are- a yoke of his 
difcarded men ; very rogues, now they be out of 
fervice. 

Ford, Were they his men ? 

Page, Marry were they. 

Ford, I like it never the better for that. Does 
h e ly at the Garter ? 

Pagt. Ay, marry does he. If he fliould intend 
his voyage towards my wife, I would turn her loofe 
to him; and what he gets more of her than iharp 
words, let it ly on my head. 

Ford, I do not mifdoubt my wife, but I would 
be loth to turn them together ; a man may. be too 
confident ; I would have nothing ly on my head | 
I cannot be thus fatisfy'd. 

Page. Look vrhere my ranting hoft of the Gar- 
ter comes ; there is either liquor in his pate, or 
money in his purfe, when he looks fo merrily. Ha\r 
now, mine holt? 

SCENE VI. 

Enter Hojl and Shallow 

Hofl, How now, bully Rock ? thou'rt a gentlc«» 
in an ; cavaliero-juftice, I fay. 

ShaL I follow, mine hofl, I follow. Good even^ 
and twenty, good Mafter Page. Mafter Page, will 
you go with us ? we have fport in hand. 

Hoft, Tell him, cavaliero-juftice ; tell him, bidly 
Rock. 

Shal, Sir, there is a ffay to be fought between 
Sir Hugh the Welch prieft, and Caius the French 
doaor. 

Ford. Good mine hoft o' th' Garter, a word with 
you. 

Hoft. What fay'ft thou, bully Rock-? 

\They go a little ajide, 

Shal. to Page.] Will you go with us to behold 
it ? my merry hoft hath had the meafuring of their 
weapons, and, I think, he hath appointed them 
contrary places j for, believe me, 1 hear the par* 
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fom is no jefter. Hark, I will tell you what our 
fport Ihafl be. 

Hoft, Haft thou no fuit againft my knight, my 
gueft- cavalier ? 

Ford, None, I proteft; but I'll give you a pottle 
of burnt fack to give me recourfe to him, and tel4 
him my name is Brook ; only for a jeft. 

Hofl, My hand, bully. Thou flialt have egrefs 
and regrefs 5 faid I well ? and thy name ihafl be 
,Brook. It is a merry knight. Will you go an?- 
heirs * ? 
» Shal. Have with you, mine hoft. 

Pap, I have heard the Frenehman hath good 
IkiU. in his rapier. 

ShaL Tut, Sir, I cbuld have told you more. In 
thefe times you ftand on diftance, your pafles, 
floccado's, and I know not what. 'Tis the hearty 
Mafter Page ; 'tis here, 'tis here. I have feen the 
time, with my long fword, I would have made you. 
four tall fellows Ikip like rats. 

Hofl, Here, boys, here, here : fhall we wag ? 

Page, Have with you ; I had rather hear them 
fcold than fight. \_Exeunt Hoft, Shallow, and Page. 

Ford, Tho' Page be a fecure fool, and ftand fo 
firmly on his wife's fealty, yet I cannot put off my. 
opinion fo eafily. She was in his company at Page's 
lloufe } and what they made there, I know not.. 
Well, I will look further into't ; and I have a dif-. 
guife to found Falftaff : if I find her honeft, I lofe 
not my labour; if flie be otherwife^ 'tis labour weU 
beftow'd. [£*//. 

3 G E N E Vli. 
Changes to the Garter-Inn. 

Enter FalftaiF and Piftol. 

FaU I will not lend thee a penny. 
^ Pifl. Why, then the world's mine oyfter, which 

*Peihapi wc fliould read, ** "Will you go w, hearts ?** 

RcvifaU 
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I with fword will op«i.— I will retort the fum 
in equipage f . 

Fal. Not a penny. I have been content, Sir, 
you ihould lay my countenance to pawn ; I have 
grated upon roy good friends for three reprieves 
For you, and your couch-fellow, Nypi ; or elfe you 
had looked through the gj-ate, like' a gcminy of 
baboons. I am damnM in hell for fwearing to 
gentlemen, my friends, you were good foldiers 
and tall fellows. And when Mrs Bridget loft the 
handle of her fan, I took't upon mine honour thou 
hadflit not. 

Pift, Didft thou not fliare ? hadft thou not fif- 
teen pence ? 

FaL Realbn, you rogue, reafon : think'ft thou 
I'll endanger my foul gratis P At a word, hang no 

more about me, I am no gibbet for you. Go. 

A jQiort knife and a throng — to your manor of 

Pickuhatch *. Go. You'll not bear a letter 

for me, you rogue ! — you ftand upon your honour ! 
— why, thou unconfinable bafenefs, it is as mucfr 
as I c^n do to keep the term of my honour precife. 
I, I, I myfelf fometimesy leaving the fear of hca* 
Ten on the, left hand, and hiding mine honour in 
my necellity, am fain to fliuffle, to hedge and to - 
lurch ; and yet you, rogue, will enfconce your 
rags, your cat-a-mounrain looks, your red lettice 
phrafes, and your bold-beating oaths, under the 
me Iter of your honour ! You will not do it, you ? 

PiJ}. I do relent : what would'fl thou more of 
man ? 

Enter Robin. 

Rob* Sir, here's a woman would fpeak with you. 
FaL Ltt her approach. 

f i. e. I trill pay you again in ftolen goods. Wath 
**A noted place for thieves and pickpockets* Th(^ . 
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SCENE VIII. 

Enter Mrs Quickly. 

i(uic. Give your Worfhip good-morrow. 
Fal. Good morrow, good wife. 

?«ic. Not fo, and 't pleafe your Woriliip* 
al. Good maid, then. 

^ic, I'll be fworn, as my mother was the firft 
hour I was born. 

fal. I do believe the fwearer ; what, with me? 

i^ic. biiail I vouchiafe your Worfliip a word 05 
two ? 

FaL Two thoufand, fair woman, and I'll vouch- 
fafe thee the hearing. 

^ic. 1 here is one Miftrefs Ford, Sir — I pray, 
coDie a little nearer this ways — I myfelf dwell with 
Ma/ter Dodlor Caius. 

Fcl. Well, on : Miftrefs Ford, you fay 

i^ic. Your Worihip fays very true : I pray your 
Worfhip, come a little nearer this' ways. 

FaL I warrant thee nobody hears — ^mine . own 
people,, mine own people. 

^ic> Are they fo? Heaven blels them, and make 
ihem his fervants ! 

FaL Well, Miftrefs Ford,— what of her? 

S^ilc, Why, Sir, file's a good creature. Lord^ 
Lord,. your Worfiiip's a wanton i. well,.Heav'n for- 
give you, and all of us, I pray 

FaL Miflrefs Ford,^come, Miflrefs Ford,T 

i^«/V. Marry, this is the fhort and the. long of 
it ; you have brought her into fuch a canaries, as 
'tis wonderful. The beft courtier of them all, when 
the court lay at Windfor, could never have brought 
her to fuch a canary. Y.et there has been knights, 
and lords, and gentlemen, with their coaches ; I 
warrant you^ coach after coach, letter after letter, 
gift after gift, fmelling fo fweetly ; all muik ; and 
lo rufling, I warrant you, in filk and gold, and in 
fuch alligant terms,^ and in fuch wine and fugar of 
the befl, and the faireft, that would have won any 
woman's heart : and, I warrant you, they could 
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nerer get an eje-wink of her. 1 had myfelf 

twenty angels given me this morning ; but I defy 
all angels in any fuch fort as they fay, but in the way 
of honefty. And, I warrant you, they could ne- 
ver get her fo much as iip on a cup with the proud- 
eft of them ail. And yet there has been earls, 
nay, which is more, penfioners ; but, I warrant 
yoii, all is one with her. 

FaL But what fays fhe to me ? be brief, ray good 
ihe Mercury. 

§iuic. Marry, Ihe hath receivM your letter, for 
the which Ihe thanks you a thoufand times ; and 
fhe gives you to notify, that her hufband will be 
abfence from his houle between ten and eleven, 

Fal. Ten and eleven. 

Quic, Ay, forfooth : and then you maycome and 
fee tho pifture, fhe fays, that you wot of— Mafter 
Ford, her hufband, will be from home. Alas ! the 
fweet woman leads an ill life with him,' he's a very 
jealoufy man j file leads a very frampold life vnth 
him, good heart. 

FaL Ten and eleven : woman, commend me to 
her, I will not 'fait her. 

' ihiic. Why, you fay well. But I have another 
meflenger -to your Worfhip. Mifb-efs Page has her 
hearty commendations to you too ; and let me tell 
you in your ear, fhe's as fartuous a civil modefl 
wife, -and one (I tell you) that will not mifs you 
morning nor evening prayer, as any is in Wind- 
for, whoe'er be the other ; and file bade me tell 
your Worfhip, that her hufband is feldom from 
home, but, fhe hopes, there will come a time I 
never knew a woman 10 doat upon a man ; furely, 
I think you have charms, la 5 yes, in truth. 

Fal. Not I, I afliire thee ; fetting the attraftion 
of iny good parts afide, I have no other charms, . 

?uic. BlelBng on your heart for't! 
'aL But t pray thee, tell me this; has Ford's 
wife, and Page's wife, acquainted each other how 
they loye me r 

^uic. That were a jefl indeed 5 they have not 
£0 Uttte grace, I hope ; that were a trick,^ indeed ! 
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but Miftrefs Page would defire you to fend her 

your little page, of all loves : her huflmnd has ^ 

jnarveUous infeftion to the little page ; and, truly. 

Mailer Page is an honeft man. Never a wife in 

*Windfor leads a better life than flie doesj do what 

flie will, fay what flie will, take all, pay all, go to 

^ bed when flie lift, riCe when flie lift, all is as flie 

'will ; and truly flie deferves it ; for if there be a 

. jkind woman in Windfor, truly flie is one. You 

muft fend her vour page-; no remedy. 

Fal Why, I wiU. 

Quic. Nay, but do fo then ; and, look you, be 
may come and go between you both, and* in any 
cafe have a nay- word, that you may know one ano«- 
ther'smind: and the boy never need to under- 
(land any thing ; for 'tis not good that children 
fliould know any wickednefs : old folks, you know, 
liave difcretion, as they fay, and know the world. 

Fal- Fare thee well ; commend me to them both : 

there's my purfe,i am yet thy debtor. ^Boy, go 

along with this woman. — Tliis news diflrads me ! 
[Exeunt Quickly and Robin« 

Pift. This pink is one of Cupid's carriers : 
^da^) on more fails ; purfue 5 up with your fights ; 
<Jive fire ; flie is my -prize, or T)cean whelm them 
ajl! [£Ari/Piftol. 

FaL SajPft thou fo, old Jack ? go thy ways — 
I'll make more of thy old body than I have done 
— ^will they yet look after thee ? Wilt thou, after 
the expence of fo much money, be now a gainer ? 
Good body, I thank thee ; let them fay 'tis grofsly 
4ont^ fo it be fairly done, no matter. 

S C E N E IX. 

Enter Bardolph. 

Bard, Sir John, there*s one Mafter Brook below 
would fain fpeak with yjou, and be acquauited 
with you ; and hath fent your Worfljip a moniing^s 
'draught of fack. 

FaL Brook, is his name? 
.Bard. Ay 9 Sir. 
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FaL Call him in; \_Exit Bardolph.] fuch Brooks 
are welcome to me, that overflow with fuch liquor. 
Ah ! ah ! Miftrefs Ford and Miftrefs Page, have I 
encompafs'd you ? go to, via / 

Re-enter Bardolph, ivith Ford difguifed, 

Tord, Blcfs you. Sir. 

FaL And you. Sir ; would you fpeak wuh me.?. 

Ford, I make bold to prefs with fo little prepa- 
-Bation upon you. 

FaL You're w«lceme^ what"'s your will? give 
lis leave, drawer. {\Exit Bardolph, 

Ford, Sir, I am a ^mleman that have fpcnt 
much; my name is Brook. 

FaL Good Mader Brook,! defire more acquain- 
tance of you. 

Ford, Good Sir John, I fue for yours ; not to 
Charge j^ou, for I muff fet you underftand I think 
jnyfelf in better ,plight for a lender than you are, 
the which hath fometliing emboldenM rae to thi« 
iinfeafonM mtrufion ; for they fay, if money go be- 
fore, all ways do ly open. 

J'aL Money is a good foldier, 5ir, and will on. 

Ford, Troth, and I have a bag of money* here 
troubles me ; if you will help me to bear it. Sir 
John, take all, or half, for eafing me of the car- 
riage. 

FaL Sir, I know -not how -I may deferye to l)d 
your porter.^ - ^ * ' 

Ford, \ wiU tell you, Sir^ if you will give me 
the hearing. 

Fal Speak, good Mafter Brook, I fllall be glad 
to be your fervant. 

Ford, Sir, I hear you are a fchfvlar; (I will be 
brief with you) ; and you have been a man long 
known to me, though I had never fo good means, 
as defire, to. make myfelf acquainted with you : I 
iliall difcover a thing to you, wherein I mud very 
much lay open mine own imperfedions ; biif, good 
8ir John, as you have one eye upon my follies, as 
yt)u hear them unfolded, turn another into the re- 
^ifter'of your own, that I tnay pafs with a reproof 

Vol. m. K 
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the eafier ; fith you yourfelf know how eafy it is 
to be fnch an offender. * 

Fill. Very well, Sir ; proceed. 

Ford, There is a g6iltle woman in this town, her 
hufbantl's name is Ford. 

FaL Well, Sir. 

Ford. I have long lovM her ; and, I proteft to 
roil, beftow'd much on her ; followM her with a 
doating obfervance ; erigrofs'd opportunities to meet 
her 5 fee'd every flight occafion that xould but 
niggardly give me. fight of her j not only bought 
many prefents to give her, but have given largely 
to many, to know what flie Would have given: 
briefly, I have purfued her, as love hath purfued 
me, which hath been on the wing of all occafions. 
But whatfoever I have merited, either in my mind 
or in my means, meed, I am Aire, I have recei- 
ved none, unleis experience be a jewel ; that I 
have purchased at an infinite rate, and that hath 
taught me to fay this ; 

'* LoDe like a Jbadow flies^ when fub fiance loite 
purfuesy 

*' Purfuing that that fliesy and flying what Jfur* 
fues:' 

FaL Have you received nopromife of fatisfaftion 
at her hands ? 
' Ford. Never. 

Fal. Have you importun'd her to fuch a pufpofe? 

Ford. Never. 

Fal. Of what quality was your love then ? 

Ford, Like a fairhoufe bnilt upon another man's 
ground ; fo that I have loft my edifice, by mifta- 
king the place where I have erecled it. 

FaL To what purpofe have you unfolded this to 
me ? - 

Fcrd, When I have told you that, I have told 
you all. Some fay, that though flie appear honeft 
to me, yet in other places flie enlargeth her mirth 
fo far, that there is flirewd conlh-u^lion made of . 
her. Now, Sir John, here is the heart of my pur- 
pofe : you are a gentleman of excellent breecfing, 
: admirable difcourfc, of great admittance, autiicu-- 
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tic in your place and perfon, generally allow'd for 
your many war-like, court-like, and learned prer 
pararions, 

FaL O Sir ! 

Ford, Believe it, for you know it : there is mo- 
jiey, fpend it, fpendit; fpend more, fp^nd all J 
have ; only give me fo much of your time in ex- 
change of ir, as to lay an amiable iiege to the ho- 
nedy of this Ford's wife ; ufe your art of wooing, 
win her to confent to you 5 if any man may, you 
may as foon as any. 

FaL Would it apply well to the vehemence of 
your aiFexition, that I Ihouid win what you would 
enjoy ? methinks you prefcribe to yourfeif very 
prepofleroufly. 

F4)rd. O, underfland ray drift ; ilie dwells fo fe- 
curely on the excellency of her honour, that the 
iolly of my foul dares not prelent itfelf ; fhe is too 
bright to be look'd againft. Now, could I come to 
her with any deteftjon in my hand, my defires had 
inilance and argument to commend themfelves ; I 
could drive her then from the ward of her purity, 
her reputation, her marriage-vow, and a thoiiland 
other her defences, which now are too flrongly 
embattel'd againft me. What fay you to't. Sir 
John? 

FaL Mafter Brook, I will fir'ft make bold with 
your money ; next, give me your hand ; and laft, 
as I am a gentleman, you (liall, if you will, enjoy 
For4's wife. 

Ford. O good Sir ! 

FaL Mailer Brook, I fay you Hiall. 

Ford, Want no money, Sir John, you fliall want 
none. 

FaL Want no Miftrefs Ford, Mafter Brook, you 
iliall want none. I .fliall be with her, I may tell 
you, by her own appointment. Even as yoii came 
in to me, her affiftant, or go-between, parted from 
jnc ; I fty I fliall be with her between ten and 
eleven j for at that time the jealous rafcally knave, 
her hufljand, will be forth. Come you to me at 
night, you ft^jll know how I fpeed. 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



112 The MERRY WIVES AftIK 

Ford, I am blcft m your- acquaintance. Db yotr 
know Ford, Sir? 

FaL Hang him, poor cuckoldly knave ; I kno^ 
him n ot ; yet I wrong him to cafl him poor : thejr 
fay the- jealous wittofly knave hath maflcs of mo- 
nfey, for the which his wife feems to' be well-fa- 
vour d... Iwili ufe her as the key of the cuckoldly- 
rogaels coffer ; and there*s my harveft^home. 

Ford, I would you knew Ford, Sir, that you 
might avoid him, if you few him. 

FaL Hang him, mechanical falt-butter rogue t 
I will ftare him out of his wits ; I will awe him 
with my cudgel 5 it fliall hang like a meteor o^er 
the cuckold's horns. Mafter Brook, thou fhalt 
know I will predominate over the peafant, andr 
thou /halt ly with his wife.— —-Come to me foon 
at night. Ford's a knave, and I will aggravate hi& 
ilyle : thou, Mafter Brook, ihall know him for 

knave and cuckold. Come ta me loon at night. 

[ExiU 

S C E. N. E.. X. 

Ford, What a damn'd Epicurean rafcal is this f 
my heart is ready to crack with impatience. Who 
fays this is improvident jealoufy? my wife hath 
font to him, the hour is fix'd, the match is made j 
would any man have thought this ? fee the hell of 
having a falfe woman ! my bed (hall be abus'd, 
my cofifers ranfaek'd, my reputation gnawn at ; and 
I fliall not only receive this villainous wrong, but 
Hand under the adoption of abonunable terms, and 
by him that does me the wrong. Termsj names ; 
Amaimon founds wcU; Lucifer well; Barbafon 
well ; yet they are devils' additions, the names of 
. liends :' but cuejcold, wittol, cuckold \' the devil 
Kimfelfbath not fuch a name. Page is an afs, a 
fecure afs, he will truit his. wife ; he will not be 
jealous: I will rather truft \ Fleming with my 
cutter, parfon Hugh the Welflirtan with my cheefe^ 
an Iriihman with my aquavits bottle, or a thief to 
walk my ambling gelding, than ttsf wife with her- 
fclf. Then ihe p49ts, then fhe ruminates, then fh« 
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^evifes : and what they think ia their hearts' they 
m^y effcft, they will hr€9i\i their hearts but they 
wU fWe&.. Heav'n be prais'd for my jealoufy !— . 
Eleven o'clock the hour — I will prevent this, dctcdl 
my wife, be reven^M on Falrtaff, and laugh at 
Page. I will about it — better three hours, too foon, 
than a minute too late. Fy, fy, fy; cuckold, cuc- 
kold, cuckold ! , l£xiu 

S G E N E XI. 
Changes to Windfbr Park. 

Enter Gains and Rugby. 

Caius, Jack Rugby ! 

Mug. Sir. 

Caius. Vat is de clock. Jack ? 

Rug. 'Tis paft the hour, Sir, that Sir Hugh pro- 
mised to meet. , 

Caius. By gar, he has fave his foul, dat he is no 
come } he has pray his Bible well, dat he is no 
come : by gar, Jack Rugby, he is dead akeady, if " 
he be come. 

Rug^YLt is wife. Sir: he knew your worfliip 
VQuld kill him if he came. 

Caius, By gar de herring is not fo dead as me 
vill mak« him. Take your rapier, Jackj I vill 1 
t«ll you hdw I vill kill him. 

Riig. Alas, Sir, I cannot fencOb 

Caius. Vilian-a, take your rapier. 

Eug. Forbear ; here's company. 

Enter Hoft, Shallow, Slender and Page. 

Hoft. 'Blcfe thee, bully Doaor. 

Shot* 'Save you, Mr Do<flor Gains. 

Page. Now, good Mr Dodtor. 

Slen. Give you good- morrow, Sir. 

Caius, Vat be all you, one, two, tree, four, come : 
for? 

Hoft. To fee thee fight, to fee thfee foin, to fee 

thee traverfe, to lee thee here, to fee thee there, . 

to .fee thee pais thy punto, thy flock, thy revcrfe,. , 
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thy diflance, thy montant. Is he dead^ my Ethi- 
opian ? is he dead, my Francifco ? ha, bully, what 
fays my Aefculapius ? xny Galen ? my heart of el- 
der ? ha ? is he dead, bully-flale ? is he dead ? 

Casus, By gar, he is de coward Jack Prieft or 
de vorld ; he is not fhow his face. 

Hoft. Thou art a Gaftalian-king-Urinal : Hec«^ 
t&r of Greece, my boy. 

Caius. I pray you bear witnefs, that me have 
{lay fix or fcven, twoy tree hours for him, and h© 
is no come. 

ShaL He is the wifer man, Mr Do6tor ; he is a^ 
curcr of fouls, and you a curer of bodies : if you 
ihould fight, you go againfl: the hair of your gro- 
feffions : is it not true. Matter Page ? 

Page, Mafter Shallow, you have vourfelf been a 
great fighter, though now a man of peace. 

Shal!. Body -kins, Mr Page, though I now be old, 
and of peace,, if I fee a fword out, my finger itches 
to make one; though we are juftices, and dodors, 
and church^men> Mr Page, we have fome fait of 
our youth in us ; we are the (bns 'of women, Mr 
f age. . . 

Page, *Tis true, Mr Shallow. 

Shal. It will be found fo, Mr Page. Mr Doftw 
Caius, I am come to fetch you home.. I am fwom 
of the peace ; you have fhew'd yourfelf a wife phy- 
fician, and Sir Hugh hath fhown himfelf a wife 
smd patient churchman. You muA go with me, 
Mr Doaor. 

Ho/i. Pardon, guefl-jufHce*— A* word, Moniieur 
mock-water. 

Caius. Mock-vater ? vat is dat ? 

Hoft, Mockwater, in our English tongue, is va- 
lour, bully. 

Caius>. By gar, then I have as.much mock-vater- 
' at de Englifhman fcurvy-jack-dog-pricft ; by gar 
me vill cut his ears. 

Hoft, He will clapper-claw thee tightly, bul]y«L 

Caius. Clapper-de-claw ? vat is d^ ? 

Meft. That is, he isrili make the^ amends.. 
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Caius^ By gar me do look, he fhall ^clapper-dc- 
claw me 5 for by gar me vill have it. 

Hbfl, AndlwilTprovoKehimtd't, or let him wag. 

Caius, Me tank you fbr dat. 

Hofi, And moreover, bully. — ^But firft, Mr Guefr, 
and Mr Page^ and eek Cavallero ^ender^ go you 
through the town to Frogmore. 

Page. Sir Hugh is there, is he ? 

H^, He is there j fee what humour he is in ; 
and I' will bring the Do^or about the -fields r wij 
k do well ? 

ShaL W«?wmdoit. 

jiUf A4i*u, good Mr DoaoF. 

^Exeunt Page, Shallow and Slenden 

Caiuss By gar me vill kill de prieflfj for he- 
f|>eak for a jack-an-ape to Anne Page. 
^ Hoft, Let him die ; but fvc^b, fheath thy impa- 
tience ; throw cold water on^ thy choldr^ go about 
the fields with me through Frogmore ; I will bring 
thee where ^iftrefs- Anne Page is, at a farm-houfe,. 
a feailing? and thou fhalt wooe herw Gty aim; faid: 
I well? 

Caius, By gar me tank you vor dat : by gar I: 
" love you ; and! fhall procure 'a you de good guefl j 
de earl^ de knight, de lords, de gentlemen, mjt^ 
patients. 

Hoft. For the which I will be thy advcrfary to* 
ward Anne Page : faid I well ? 

Caius. BygarYis good; veil faid. 

Hoft* Let lis wag then. 

C(U^u Gome at my heels,. Jack Rugby. [Exeunti 

ACT III. Ss C E N E. L 
Fjpgmorc near Windfor. 

Ent$r Eyans and Simple* 

Evam. 

t 

IPray you now, good Mafter Slender'tf fcrviAg— 
Bian; and friend ^imgl&b^ your, nainie> wbicfa 
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way have you looked for Msfitcr Caiuis, that calk 
himfelf Dofior ofPhyfic ? - 

Sitt\, Marry, $ir, the Pitty-wary, the Park-ward, 
every way, old Windfor way, and every way hut 
. the town way. 

£1^4. I moA feh^mently d^e you, you will aLfo 
look that way. 

Sim, I will, Sir. 

E%a» 'PWs my foul, how full of cholars I am, 
fknd trempling of mind I I ihall be glad if he have 
deceivM me ; how melanchollies I am ! I will knog 
his urinals about his knave's coftard, when I have 
good opportunities for the orke : 'Plefs my foul ! 
[jS/ff^x, hiing afraidm 
By Jblallo'w rivers^ to wkofefaUs 
Melodious birds fing madrigalls ; 
There 'v/illwe make eur peds ofrofes^ 
And a thoufand vagrant pofies. 

By Jballaw 'Mercy on me ! I have a great dlf* 

pofitions to cry. Melodious birds fing madrigallf 

I I When as I fat in Pabihn ; and a thoi^and 

vagrant pofies, — —By Jballow^ &c. 

Sint' Yonder he is coming, this way, Sir Hugh. 

Eva^ He's welcome. By j^allov) rivers^ to ivko/i 

falls-. 

Heay'n profper the right ! what weapons is he ? 

*y/w. No weapons. Sir 5 there comes vtty mailer, 
Mr Shallow, and another gentleman from Frog* 
more, over the ftile, ihis way. 

Eva, Pray you, give me my go^vn, or elfe keep 
it Ib your arms. 

SCENE II. 

Enter Page, Shallow and Slender. 

ShaL How now. Mailer Parfon ? good morrow, . 
good Sir Hugh, Keep a gamefter from the dice, 
and a good mident from his book, and it is won* 
dcrful. 

Slen. Ah fweet Anne Page ! 

Page. Sa¥e you, good Sir Hugh. 

^V0. 'Pleis ypH from bis m^rpy-fal^ri 9II pf yon* 
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Skai', What, the fword and the word ? do you* 
ftudy them both, Mr Parfon ? * 

Page, And youthful ftiil, in yourdoublct and hofe^ 
this^ raw-rheumatic day? 

Eva. There is reafons ami caufes for it. 

Page. We are cooie.tayou^ to do a good c^ce„ 
Mr Parfon. 

Eva. Ferry well : what is it ? 

Page, Yonder i& a moft reverend gentleman, who, 
belike, having receiv'd wrong by iome perfon, is 
at moft odds with his own gravity and patience 
that ever you few. 

Shal, I have Uv'd fourfcore years and upward ; I 
never heard a man of his place, gravity and learn- 
ing, fo wide of 1ms own rel'pe£h 

Eva. What is he? 

Page. I think you know him; Mr Dodtor Caius^ 
the renowned French phylician. 

Eva. Got's will, and his palfion of my heart ! I 
had as lief you fhould tell me of a mefs of porridge. 

Page. -Why ^ 

Eva. He has no mojre knowledge in Hibocrates 
and Galen p and he is a knave bcfides ; a cowardly 
knave as you would defire to be acquainted withal* 

Page. I warrant you he's the man. Ihould fight 
with him. 

SUfh O. fwect Anne Page \ 

S C EK E m. 

Enter HofJty Q^ius, and Rugby. 

Shal. It appears fo by his weapons. — ^Keep them 
afundcr — ^here comes Doctor Caius. 

Page. Nay, good Mr Farfon. keep in^your weapon* , 

ShaL So do yeu, good Mr Dodor. 

Ho/i. Difarm them, and let them queftion ; let 
them keep their limbs whole^ and hack our Englifbi 

Caius. I pray you, let-a me fpeak a word with 
your ear:- wherefore vil you not meet-a mes 

Eva. Pray you ufe your patience. In good timc% 

Caiuu "By gar you are de coward,, de Jack do^ 
John ape.. 
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Eva, Pray you let us not be lai^hii^-ftocks to 
other mens humours. I defire yoli in friendftup. 
|ind will one way or other make you amends j i 
will knog your urinal about your knave's cogf- 
comb, for miffing your ^^eetings and appoihtmentSi 

Caius, D table! Jackliugbv, mi^e hou dejarterre^. 
have I not| fray for him to' kill him ? have I- not, 
at de place I did appoint ? 

Eifa. As 1 am a Chriftian's foul^ now, look you^ 
this is the place appointed ; X^ll be judgment by 
inine holl of the Garter. 

Hoft, Peace, I fay, Gallia and Gaul, French an4 
Welch, faul-curer, and body-curer. 

Caws. Ay, dat is very good, exceUent, 

Hoji, Peace, I fay ; hear mine hoft of the Garter. 
Am I politic ? am I fubtle ? am \ a M?ichiavel ? 
^11 } We my do^or ? no ; he gives me the potions 
and the motions. Sjiall I lofe my parfooi ? my prieft ? 
5iy Sir Hugh ? no j he gives me the proverbs and 
tbe noverbis.*-Give me thy hand, terreftriql; fo.-r- 
Give me thy hand, celeftial ; fo. Bays ojf art, I 
have deceiv'd you berth : I have directed you to 
vrong places : your hearts are mjghty, your fKinf 
«ire whole, and let burn'4 fack be ihe i^e. Come, 
lay their fwords to pawn. Follow me> lad oCpeaise. 
Follow, follow, follow. 

ShaL Truft me, a m»d hpftt-t-FpUc^w, g^ntkincn, 
follow. 

Slen, O, fweet Anne Pege ! 

[Exeunt Shal. Slen, Page and Hoft. 

Caius, Ha ! do I perceive dat ? have you make a 
de-fot of us, ha, ha ? 

Eva, This is well, he has made us his vloutingi- 
ftog. I defire you that we inay be friends ; and 
let us knog our prains together to be revenge on 
this fame icald fcurvy cogging companion, the hoft 
of the Gacter. 

Qaius. By gar with all niy heart ; he prqnufe to 
bring roe where is Anne Pagej by gar he deceive 
me too. 

Eva. Well, I will fmite his noddles.— Pray you 

follow. \E:i9UHU 
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S C E N E IV. 
ne Street, in Windfbr. 

Enter Mtftrefs Page and Robin. 

Mri Page, Nay, keep vour way, little gallant ; 
you were wont to be a toilower, but now you are a 
leader. Whether had you rather lead mine eyes, 
or eye your mafl^er's heels ? 

R'^b, I had rather, forlboth, go before you like a 
man, than follow him like a dwa'-f 

Mrs Page, O, you are a flattering boy 5 now, I 
fee, you'll be ^ courtier. 

Enter Ford. 

Ford, Well met, Miftrefs Page ; whither go vou? 

Mrs Page, Truly, Sir, to fee your wife ; is flie 
at home ? 

Ford, Ay ; and as idle as fhe may hang together, 
.for want of company. I think, if your hufbands 
were dead, you two would marry. 

Mrs Page, Be Aire of that, two other hufbands. 

Ford, Where had you this pretty weather-cock ? 

Mrs Page, 1 cannot tell what the dickens his 
name is my hufband had him of : what do you call 
your knight's nane, firrah ? 

Rob, Sir John Falfiaff. 

Ford, Sir John Falftaff? 

Mrs Page, He^ he ; I can never hit on's name j 
xthere is fuch a league between my good man and ^ 
he, — Is your wife at home, indeed? • 

Ford, Indeed Hie is. 

Mrs Page, By your leave. Sir.— I am fick 'till 1 
fee her, {^Exeunt Mrs Page and^Kohir^ 

SCENE V 

Ford, Has Page any brains? hath he any eyes? 
-hath he any thinking? lurt- they ^icc\)'y he hath 
no ufe of them. Wiiy, this boy will curry a letter 
twenty mile, as eafy as a cannon will Ihouc point 
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blank twehc-fcore. He pieces out his wife's in- 
clination^ he gives her folly nrotion and advantage^ 
and now file's going to my wife, and Falftaff's boy 
with her, A man may hear this ihower fing in 
the wind — and Falfl^aif 's boy with her !— good plots 

they are laid, and our revolted wives Ittarc 

damnation together. Well, I will take him, then 
torture my wife ; pluck the borrowM veil of mo- 
defty frt>m the fo feeming Miftrefs Page, divulge 
Page himfelf for a fecure and wilful Afteon, and 
tx) thefe violent proceedings all my neighbours Ihall 
cry aim. The clock gives me my cue, and my af- 
feirance bids me fearch^ there I fiiall nnd FalflaiF. 
I ihall be rather praifed for this than mocked 5 for 
it is as pofitive as the earth is firm, that Falftaff is 
there 4 I will go. 

SCENE VI. 

{To him) Enter Page, Shallow, Slender, Hofl^ 
Evans, and CJ^ius. 

Shal Page, Sec, Well met, Mr Forcl, 

Ford» Truft me^^a goo^i knot : I have good chear 
at home, and I pray you, all go with me, 

ShaL I muft excufe myfclf, Mr Ford. 

Slen. And fo muft I, Sir ; we ha^'^e appointed to 
dine v/ith Mrs Anne, and I would not break with 
her for more money than Pll fpeak of. 

ShaL We have lingef'd about a match between 
A^ine Pa'ge and my coudn Slender, and this day we 
iliall have our anfwer. 

Slen, I hope I have your good wilL father Page- 

Page, You have, Mr Slender : I fland wholly 
for you ; but my wife, Mafter Do^i^or, is for you 
altogether. / 

C(Zfun Ay, by gar, and de maid is love-a-me ; 
my nurih-a-Quickly tell me fo mufh. 

Ho/}, What fay you to Voung Mr Fen ton ? he ca- 
pers, he dances, he has eyes of youth, he writes 
Terfes, he fpeaks holy-day f , he fmells April and 

•f Zrbat is,'His convctfition inrpires mtr'h and feili* 
^ity, fuch as would become a holiday. ReiiJ^L 
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May ; he wUl carry'r, he will cariy't ; *tis in his 
butrons ; he will carry't. 

Pa^c. Not by my confent, I promife you. The 
^ntleman is of no having, he Kept company with 
the wild Prince and Poins. He is of too high a 
region, he knows too mudi. No, he fhalJ not knit 
■a knot in his fortunes with the finger of my fub- 
ilance. If he fake her, let'^him take her limply ; 
the wealth I have waits on my confent, and my 
confent goes not that way. 

Ford, I befeech you heartily, fome of you go 
home with me to dinner : befides your chear, you 
fliall have fport; I will fliow you a raonfler. Mr 
Dodor, you (hall go j fo ihall you, Mr Page ; and 
you. Sir Hugh 

Shal. WeJJ, fare you well, we fliall have the 
fteer wooing at Mr Page's - 

Cairn, Go home, John Rugby, I come anon. 
• Hofl Farewell, my hearts ; I will to ray honed 
knight Falftaif, and drink Canary with him. 

Ford, afide.^ I think I fhall drink in Pipe -wine 
firft with him : PU make hjm dance. Will you go, 
Centles ? 

Ail, Have with you, to fee this monfler. 

[Exeunt. 

s G E isr E VIL 

Changes to Ford'/ Houfe. 

Enter Mrs Ford, Mrs Page, and Servants 'with 
a bajket, 

Mrs Ford, What, John !. what, Robert ! 

Mrs Page, Quickly ! quickly : is the buck- ^ 
baiket 

Mrs Ford, I warrant. What, Robin, I fay. 

Mrs Page, Come, come, come. 

Mrs Ford, Here fet it down. . 

Mrs Page* Give your men the charge, we mud 
be brief. 

Mrs Ford, Marry, as I told you before, John, 
and Robert, be ready here hard by in the brew* 

Vol. III. h 
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houfe, and when I fuddenly call on you, come forth, 
and without any paufe or daggering take this baf- 
ket onyour ftiouldcrs; that done, trudge with it 
in all hafte, and carry it among the whitfters ia 
Datchet-Mead, and there empty it in the rauddy 
ditch clofe by the Thjimes fide, 

Mn Page, You will do it ? 

Mrs Ford. I ha' told them over and over ; they 
lack no diredtion. Be gone, and come when you 
are call'd. [^Exeunt Servants, 

Mrs Page, Here comes little. Robin. 

Enter Robin. 

Mrs Ford, ,How now, my Eyas-muiket f , -what 
news with you ? 

R6b, My mailer, Sir John, is ^ome in at your 
back-door, Mrs Ford, and requefls your company* 

Mrs Page. You liitle Jadc-a-lent, have you 
been true to us ? 

Rob, Ay, rUbe fwom; my mafter knows not of 
your being here, and hath threatened to put me 
into everlafting liberty if I tell you of it j for he 
fwears he'll turn me away. 

Mrs Pap* Thou'rt agood^boy ; this fccre<;y of 
thine fhallbe a tailor to thee, and fliall make thee 
a new doublet and hofe. I'll go hide me. 

Mrs Ford. Bo fo ; go tell thy mafter I am alone ; 
Miftrefe Pag^, remember you youV cue. lExit Rob. 

Mrs Page. I warrant thee ; if I do hot aa it, hiis 
me. lExit Mrs Page. 

Mrs Ford. Go to then ; we'll ufe this uhwHol- 

fome humidity, this grofs watery pompion we'll 

teach him to know turtles from jays. 

SCENE vm. 

£ffl«r Jalftaff. 

Fal. Have I caught thee, my heav'nly jewel ? 
why, now let me die ; for I have liv'd long enough : 
this is the period of my ambition : Othis bkiIedhour>! 

jf A youag fparrow-hsi'Mrk. JTariurton. 
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Mrs Ford. O fweet Sir John I * 

FaL Miftrefs Ford, I cannot cog ; I cannot prate,' 
Miftrefs Ford. Now fhall I fin in my wifh ; I 
would thy hufband were dead ; I'll fpeak it before 
the beft lord, I would make thee my lady. 

Mrs Ford, I your lady, Sir John ? alas, I fliould 
be a pitiful lady. 

FaL Let the court of France fhew me fiich an- 
other. I fee how thine eye would emulate the dia- 
mond : thou haft the right arched bent of the brow, 
that becomes the fhip-tire, the tire valiant, or any 
Venetian attire. 

Airs Ford. A plain kerchief, Sir John : my brows 
become nothing elfe, nor that well neither. 

FaL . Thou art a tyrant to fiay fo ; thou would'ft 
make an abfolute courtier ; and the firm fixure of 
thy foot would give an excellent motion to thy gate 
in a femi-circled farthingale. I fee what thou 
wcrt ; if fortune thy foe were liot, nature is thy 
friend : come, thou canfl not hide it. 

Mrs Ford, Believe me, there's no fuch thing in me. 

FaL What made me love thee ? let that per- 
fuade thee there's fomething extraordinary in thee. 
Come, I cannot cog, and fay thou art this and that, 
like a-many of thefe lilping hawthorn -buds, than 
CAHie like women in men's apparel, and Imell like 
Bucklers-Bury in (impling time ; I cannot : but I 
love thee, none but thee ; and thou deferveft it. . 

J^rs Ford, Do 'not betray me, Sirj I fear you 
love Mrs Page. 

FaL Thou might^ft as well fay I love to walk by 
the Counter-gate, which is as hateful to me as the* 
reek of a lime -kiln. 

•Mrs Ford, Well, heav'n knows how I love you, 
and you fhall one day find it. 

FaL Keep in that mind ; I'll deferve it. 

jyirs Ford, Nay, I muft tell you fo you do, or 
clfe I could not be in that mind. 

Rob, 'Within,'} Miftrefs Ford, Miftrefs Ford, here's 
Miftrefs Page at the door, fweating, and blovying, 
and looking wildly, and would needs fpeak- with 
you prefently. 

L 2 
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FaL She (hall not fee me ; I will enfconce me 
behind the arras. 

Mrs Ford, Pray you do fo ; flic's a very tattling 
«^oman. [Falftaff hid€€ him/e^, 

S G E N E IX, 

Enter Mijhefs Page. 

What's the matter? how now ? ^ 

Mrs Page, O Miflrefs Ford, what have you don« ? 
you're ihaSi'd, y'are overthrown, you are undone for 
ever. 

Mrs Ford. What*s the matter, good Miilreis 
Page? 

Mrs Page, O wcll-a-day, Miftrefs Ford, having 
an honefl man to your hufband, to ^ve him fuck 
caufe of fufpiciou! 

Mrs Ford, What caufe of fufpicion? 

Mrs Page, What caufe of fufpicion ?— out upon 
you ! — how am I miftook in you ? 

Mrs Ford, Why, alas ! what's the matter ? 

Mrs Page, Your hufband's coming hither, woman, 
wiih all the officers in Windfor, to fearch for a 
gentleman that, he fays, is here now in the houCe 
by your confent, to take an ill advantage of hii 
abfence. You are uiidwie. 

Mrs Ford, Speak louder ^Afide.y-^^i^ not fo, I 
hope. ' 

Mrs Page, Pray heav*!! it be not fo, that you hare 
fuch a man here; but 'tis mod certain your huf- 
band's coming with half Windfor at his heels, to 
fearch for fuch a one. I come before to tell you : 
if you know yourfelf clear, why, I am glad of it; 
but if you have a friend here, convey, convey him 
out. Be not amaz'd, call all your fenfes to you, dc^- 
fend your reputatiop, or bid farewelji to your good 
life for ever. 

Mrs Ford, What fliall I do > there is a gentle- 
man, my dear friend ; and I fear not mine own 
ihame, fo much as his 7>€ril. - 1 had rather than a 
thoufand pound he were out of the houfe. 

Mrs Page. For fliamc, never fland /o« had rather ^ 
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and you had rather ; your hufband's here at hand ; 
bcthinfe you of fome conveyance, in the houfe ydu 
cannot hide him. Oh, how have you deceiv'd me ? 
look, here is a bafket ; if he be ot any reafonablc 
feature, he may creep in here, and throw foul li- 
nen upon hiin, as if it were going to bucking : or, 
it is whiting time, fend him by your two mea to 
Datchet-mead. 

Mn Ford, He's too l^ig to go in there : what 
fliaUldo? 

Re-enter FalftafF. 

Fal, Let me fee't. let me fee't ; O let me fee't. 
V\\ in, I'll in.^-Toliow your friend's counlel.-^ — 
ril in. 

Mn Page, What ! Sir John FalftafF? are thefe 
your letters, knight ? 

FaL I love thee — Help me away ^ let me creep 
in here j I'll never ■ 
{He goes into the hajket ; they cover him •with foul linen, 

Mrs Page, Help to cover your mailer, boy ; — call 
your men, Miftrefs Ford. — You dillembling knight } 

Mrs Ford, What, John, Robert, John, go take up 
thefe cloaths here, quickly. Where's the cowl- 
ftaiF? Look, how you drumble : carry them to the 
. landrefs in Datched-mead j quickly, come, 

SCENE X. 
Enter Ford, Page, Gaius, and Evang. 

ford,^ Pray you, come near : if I fufpeft without 
caufe, why then make fport at me, then let me be 
your jell, 1 deferve it. How now ? whither bear 
you this ? 

Serv. To the landrefs, forfooth, 

Mrs Ford, Why, what have you to do whither 
they bear it ? You were bed meddle with buck- 
wafliing. 

Ford, Buck? I would I could wafli myfelf of 

the buck. Buck, buck, buck ? ay buck : I warrant 

you, buck, and of the feaion too, it ihall appear. 

{Exeunt Servants luith ihebaJket,'}Qtvii\tmtVL^ I have. 

L 3 
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jireamM to night, PlI tell you my dream. Hers 
here, here be mf^ keys; afcend my chambers, 
fearch, feek, find out ; I'll warrant well unkennel 
riie fox. Let me flop this way firfU So now uncape. 

p7ge. Good mailer Ford, be contented^ yovb 
wrong yourfelf too much. 

Ford. True, Matter Page. Up, gentlemen, yea 
jhall fee fpcrt anon ; follow me, gentlemen. 

Eva, This is ferry fantaftical humours and |ea<» 
loufies. 

Caiin By gar 'ijs no the fafhion of France ; it i» 
not jealous in France 

Page. Nay, follow him, gentlemen, fee the iflue 
of his fearch. lExemtu, 

S C E N E XI. 

Manent Mifirefs Page and Mifirefs Ford, 

Mrs Page, Is there not a double^ excellency ip 
this? 

Mrs ford. I know not which pleafes me better, 
that my hufband is deceived, or Sir John, 

'Mrs Page. What a taking was he ii^ when your 
hufband ^'d who was in the bafket ! 

Mrs Ford. I am half afraid he will have need 
©f ^vufllin^ 5 fo throwing him into the water wilt 
do him a benefit. 

Mrs Page. Hang him, difhonefl rafcal; I would 
all of the fame fbrain were in the fame dilbrefs. . 

Mrs Ford. I think my hufband hath fome fpe* 
dal fufpicion of FalflaflPs being here. I never la\ir 
hirn fo grofs in his jealoufy till now. 

Mrs Page. I will lay a plot to try that, and we 
will yet have more tricks with Falftaff ; his diflb- 
lute difeafe will fcarce obey this medicine. 

Mrs Ford. Shall we fciid that foolifli carriony 
Mifirefs Quickly, to him, and excufe his throwing 
into the water, and give him another hope, to be- 
tray him to another punifhment ?_ 

Mrs Page. XSTe'U do it ; let him be fent for to- 
morrow by eigHt o^clock, to have 'amends. 
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Ri-enUr Ford, Page, and tkt reft at a Mftauce, 

Ford, I cannot find him; maybe the knave 
bragM of that he could not compais. 

Mrs Page, Heard you that } 

Mrs Ford, I, I ; peace : You ufe me weH, 

Mafter Ford, do you ? 

Ford, Ay» ay, I do fo. 

Mrs Ford, Heav'n make you better than your 
thoughts! 

Fordr, Amen. 

Mrs Page^ You do yourfelf mighty wrong, Mr 
Ford. 

Ford, Ay, ay j I mutf bear it. > 

Eva* If there be any pody in^the houfe, and ia 
the chambers, and in the coffers, 'arid in the prciles, 
Heav'n forgive my fins at the day of judgment? 

Caius, By gar, nor I too; there is no bodies. 

Page, Fy, fy, Mr Ford, are you notafham'd? 
what fpirit, what devil fuggefts this imacination ? 
I would not ha* your diftemper in this kind, for 
the wealth of Windfor-caftle. 

Ford, ^Tis my faub, Mr Page : I, fuffer for it. . 

Eva, You fuifer for a pad confcience ; your wife 
is as honeil a o^nans, as I 'will delires among five 
thoufand, and five hundred toa. 

Caius, By gar I fee 'tis an honed woman.^ 

Ford: Well— I promisM you a dinner — Gome, 
come, walk in the park. I pray you, pardon me j 
I will hereafter make known to you why I have 
done this. Come, wife j come, Miftrefs Page ; I 
pray you pardon me ; pray heartily, pardon me. 

Page, Let's go in, gentlemen j but truft me, we'll 
mock him. I do invite you to-morrow morning 
to my houfe to breakfaft ; after^ well a-birding 
together ; I have a fine hawk for the bufh. ShaU 
it be fo ? 

Ford. Any thing. 

Eva, If there is one, I fliall make two in the 
company. 

Caius^ If there be^ne or two,l fliall make-a de 
turd. 
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E'oa. In your teeth — for fliame. 
Ford. Pray you go, Mr Page. 
Eva, I pray you now, remembrance to-raorrovr 
•n the loufy knave, mine hofl. 

Caiui. Dat is good, by gar, with all my heart. 

Eva. A loufy knave, to have his gibes and his 

mockeries. ^Exeunt. 

SCENE XII. 

Changes to Page'j Houfe. 

Enter Fent(m and Miftrtfs Anne Page. 

Ttnt. I fee I cannot get thy father's love ; 
Therefore no more turn me to him, fweet-Nan. 

Annt. Alas ! h<^w then ? 

Fent. -Why, thou muil be thyfelf. * 
He doth objed I am too great of birth ; 
And that my ftate being gall'd vith my expence, 
I'feek to heal it only by his wealth, 
fecfides thcfe, other bars he lays before me, 
My riots paft, my wild focieties ; 
And tells me 'tis a thing impollible 
I fhould love thee, but as a property. 

Anm. May J>e he tells you true. 
- Fent. No, HeavM fo fpeed me in my time to come ? 
Albeit I will confefs thy father's wealth 
Was the firft motive that I woo'd thee, Anne ; 
Yet wooing thee, I found thee o{ more value 
Than (lamps in gold, or fums in fealed bags ; 
And 'tis the very riches of thyfelf 
That now I aim at. 

Anne. Gentle Mr Fcn*on, 
Yet feek my father's love ; ftill feekit. Sir : 
If importunity and humbleft fuit 

Cannot attain it, why then hark you hither. 

[FeiKon and Uliftrefs Anne go apart* 

S C 'E N E XIII. 

Enter Shallow, Slender, and Mijhefs Qiiickly. 

ShaL Break iheir talk, Miflrefs Quickly i my 
kinijnan (hall fpeak for himfclf. 
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Slen, ni make a fhaft or a bolt on*tj M^flid, Ms 
but venturing. 

ShaL Be not difmayM. 

Slen, No, (he fhall not difmay me : I care not 
for that, but that I am aifeard. 

Quic. Hark you, Mr Slender would fpeak a word 
wim you. 

Anne, I come to him. — ^This is my father's choice. 
O, what a world of vile ill-favour'd faults 
Look handfome in three hundred pounds a-year ! 

i^fi/c. And how does good Mr Fenton ? pray you^ 
a word with you. • 

ShaL She's coming ; to her, coz* O boy^ thou 
badft a father ! 

Slen, I had a father, Mrs Aime ; my uncle can 
tell you good jefls of him. — Pray you, uncle, tell 
Mrs Anne the jefl, how my father dole two geefe 
out of a pen, good uncle. 

ShaL Miib-cfs Anne, my coufin loves you. 

Slen. Ay, that I do, as well as i love any wo* 
man in Gloucefterfliire. 

ShaL He will maintain you like a gentlewoman. 
' Slen, Ay. that I will, come, cut and long-tail^ 
under the degree of a Iquire. 

ShaL He will make you a hundred and fifty 
pounds jointure. 

Anne, Good Mailer Shallow, let him woo for 
himfelf. 

Shal, Marry, I-thank you for it ; I thank you 
for that. Good comfort ; fhe calls you, co^.. I'D 
leave you. 

Anne. Now, Mafter Slender. 

SUn, Now, good Miftrefs Anne. 

Anne, What is your will ? 

Slen, My will ? od's heart-lings, that's a pretty 
jeft, indeed : I ne'er made my will yet, I thank 
Heav'n ; I am not fuch a fickly creature, I give 
Heav'n praife. 

Anne* 1 mean. Mailer Slender, what would you 
with me ? 

Slen, Truly, for my own part, I would little or 
liothin^ with you ; your father and my uncle have 
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made motions : if it be my luck, fo ; if not, happy 
man be his dole ! they can tell how things go^ 
better than I can ; you may aik your father , here 
he comes. 

SCENE XIV. 
Enter Page, atfd Mijlrtfs Page, 

Page. Now, Mafler Slender : love him, daughter 
Anne, 
w— Why, how now ? what does Mafter Fenton here ? 
You wrong me, Sir, thus flill lo haunt my houfe t 
I told you, Sir, my daughter is difpws'd of. 

Fent, Nay, Mailer Page, be not impatient. 

Mrs Page, Good Mailer Fenton, come hot to my 
child. 

Page, She is no match for you. 

Fe7it, Sir, will you hear me ? 

Pfl^^. No, good Mafter Fenton. 
Come, Mafler Shallow; come, fon Slender, in. 
Knowing my mind, you wrong me. Mailer i^enton^ 
[J^xeunt Pa^e, ^Shallow, and Slender* 

Qiiic. Speak to Miilrefs Page. 

Fent, Good Miftrefs Page, for that I love your 
daughter 
In fuch a righteous fafhion as I do, 
Perforce againfl all checks, rebukes^ and man- 
ners, 
I mufl advance the colours of my love. 
And not retire. Let me have your good wilL 

Anne, Good mother, do not marry me to yoit 
fool. 

Mrs Page, I mean it not, I feek you a better 
hufl)and 

Quic, That's my mafter, Mafler Doftor. 

Anne, Alas, I had rather be fet quick i' th' earth. 
And bow I'd to death with turnips. 

Airs Page, Come, trouble not yourfelf j good 
Mailer Fenton, 
I will not be your friend nor enemy : 
My daughter will I queftipn how flie love? you^ 
And as I tind her, fo am X aifeded. 
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*Till then, farewell, Sir — (he muft needs go in, 
Her father will be angry. 

[^Exeunt Mrs Page and Anne. 

Fent. Farewell, gentle Miftrefs j fai^ewell, Nan. 

S^ic, This is my doing now. Nay, faid I, will 
you cad away your child on a fool, Nand a phyfician ? 
' look on Mafter Fenton — ^This is my doing. 

Fent, 1 thank thee ; and I pray thee, once to- 
night, give my fweet Nan this ring. There's for 
thy pains. [£*//. 

ii^ic. Now heav'n fend thee^ood fortune ! A kind 
heart he hath j a woman would run through fire and 
water for fuch a kind heart. But yet 1 would my 
mafter had Miftrefs Anne, or I would Mr Slendei" 
>had her; or, iniboth, I would Mr Fenton had her. 
I will do what I can for them all three, for fo I have 
promis'd ; and I'll be as good as my word, but fpe- 
cioufly for Mr Fent©n. Well, I muft of another 
errand to Sir John FalftaiFfrommy two miftrefles; 
-jrhat a bcaft am I to flack it ? [^Exit» 

SCENE XV. 
Changes to the Carter-hin, 

Enter Falftaff fl»iBardolph. 

FaL Bardolph, I {ay. 

Bard, Here, Sir. 

FaL Go fetch me a quart of fack, put a toaft in't. 

fFx. JSard,"] Have I liv'd to be carry'd in a bafket 

Eke a barrow of butchers', olfal, and to be thrown 

into the Tliames ? Well, if I be ferv'd fuch another 

, trick, ni have my brains ta'en out and butter'd, and 

give them to a dog for a new-year's gift. The rogues 

flighted me into the river with as little remorfe as 

they would have drown'd a bitch's blind puppies, 

fifteen i' th' litter ; and you may know, by my fize, 

that I have a kind of alacrity in finking : if the 

-bottom were as deep as hell, I fliould down. I had 

' been dro^vn'd, but that the fhore was fhelvy and 

fliallow; a death that I abhor; for the water fwells 

a man : and what a thing Ihbuld I have been when 
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I had been fwellM ? I fhould hare been a mountain 
of xnumnij. 

Enter Bardolph. 

Now, is the fack brcwM ? , 

Bard. Here's Mrs Quickly, Sir, to fpeak with you. 

Fai Come, let me pour in fome fack to the Thames- 
water ; for my belly's as cold as if I had fwallo v'd 
ihow balls, for pills to cool the reins. Gall her in. 

Bard* Come m, woman. 

S iG E N E XVI. 

'' Enter Mrs Quickly. 

Quic. By your leave — ^I cry your mercy. - Give 
your worfliip good morrow. 

FaL Take away thefe challices : go brew me a 
potile of fack finely. 

Bard, With eg^s, Sir? 

FaL Simple of itfelf ; I'll no puUet-fperm in my 
breWage. How^now? 

S'Hc. Marry, Sir, 1 come to your worfliip from 
refs Ford. 
Fal. Milb-efs Ford ? I have had Ford enough ; I 
was thrown into the Ford j I have my belly lull of 
Ford. 

S%ic> Alas the day ! good heart, that was not her 
t : Ihe does fo take on with her men j they mi- 
ftook their ereAion. 

FaL So did I mine, to build on a fooliih woman^s 
promife. 

Quic. Well, flie laments. Sir, for it, that it would 
yern your heart to fee it. Her hufbapd goes this 
morning a birding ; fhe defires you once more to 
come to her between eight and nine. I muft carry 
her word quickly ; fhe'll make you amends, I war- 
rant you. 

FaL Well, I will vifit her ; tell her fo, and bid 
her think what a man is : let her confidcr his frail- 
ty, and then judge of my merit. 

Quic, I will tell her. 

faL Do fo. Between nine and ten, fay'ft thou \ 
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i^ic. Eight and nine, Str. 
FaL WeU, * be gone j I will not mifs her, 
^tf/V. Peace be with you, Sir. rExiu 

fal, I marvel I hear not of Mafter Brook ; he 

fent me word to (lay within : I like his money well^ 

Oh, here he comes. 

SCENE XVIl. 

Enter Ford. 

Ford. Blefs yon. Sir. 

FaL Now, Mafler Brook, you come to know what 
liath pafs'd between me and Ford's wife. 

Ford, That, indeed, Sir John, is my bu/inefe. 

FaL Mafler Brook, I will not lie to you j I was 
at her houfe the hour Ihe appointed me. 

Ford, And you fped, Sir ? 

FaL Very ill-favour'dly, Mafler Brook. 

Ford,- How, Sir, did Ihe change her determina* 
tion ? 

FaL No^ Mafter Brook ; but the peaking comut^ 
her hufband, Mafter Brook, dwelling in a continual 
larum 6f jealoufy, ctomes me in the inflant of our 
encounter, after W;e had embraced, kifs'd, protefled^ 
and^ as it were, fpoke the prologue of our comedy 5 
and at his heels a rabble of.his companions, thither 
provok'd and iniligated by his diftemper, and, for- 
footh, to fearch his houfe for his wife's love. 

Ford, What, while you was there ?_ 

FaL While I was there ? 

Ford. And did he fearch for you, and could not 
lindyou? 

FaL You Ihall hear. As good luck would have 
it, comes in one Miftrefs Page, gives intelligence 
of Ford's approach, and by her invention, and 
Ford's wife's diflfaftion, they convey'd me into a 
buck-bafket. 

Ford. A l?uck-bafket ? 

FaL Yea, a buck-balket ; ramm'd me in with 
foul fhirts and fmocks, focks, foul flockings and 
greafy napkins ; that, Mafkr Brook, there was the 

Vol. in. M 
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rankeft compound of villainous iinell, that ever of- 
fended ndftrii. 

Ford, And how long lay yoii there ? 

Pal, Nay, you fliall hear, Mafter Brook^ what I 
have fuffer'd, to bring this woman to evil for your 
good. Being thus cramm'd in the bafket, a couple 
of Ford's knaves, his hinds, were calPd forth by their 
mifbrefs, to carry me, in the name of foul cloaths, to 
Datchet-lane ; they took me on their ihoulders, met 
the jealous kpave their mafter in the door, who 
afk'd them once or twice what they had in their 
baiket ; I quakM for fear, left the lunatic knave 
would have fearch'd it ; but fate, ordaining he (hould 
be a cuckold, held his hand. Well, on went h6 
for a fearch, and away went I for foul cloaths. 
But mark the fequel, Mafter Brook ; I fuffer^d the 
pangs of three egregious deaths : firft, an intoler- 
able fright, to be detected by a jealous rotten bell- 
weather ; next to be compafs'd, like a good bilbo *, 
in the circumference of a peck, hilt to point, heel 
to head; and then to be ftopt in, like a ftrong di- 
ftillation, with ftinking cloaths that fretted in their 
own greafe : think of that, a man of my kidney; 
think of that, that am as fubje^t to heat as butter ; 
a man of continual diflblution and thaw ; it was a 
miracle to 'fcape fuffocation. And in the height of 
this bath, when I was more than half ftew'd in 
greafe, like a Dutch difh, to be thrown into the 
Thames, and cooPd glowing hot, in that furge, like 
a horfe fhoe ; think of that ; hiffing hot ; think of 
that, Mafter Brook. 

Ford, In good fadnefs, Sir, I am forry that for 
my fake you have fuffer'd all this. My fuit is then 
defperate ; you'll undertake her no more ? 

Fal, Mafter Brook, I will be thrown into Etna, 
► as I have been into Thames^ ere I will leave her 
thus. Her hufband is this morning gone a-birding; 
I have receiv'd from her another embafly of meet- 
ing; 'twixt eight and nine is the hour, Mafter Brook. 

* A hilbo is a Spanifli blade, of which the exccUence 
is fkxiblcaefi and eUflicity. John/on, 
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Ford» 'Tis paft eight already. Sir. 

FaL Is it? I will then addrefs me to my appoint- 
inent. Come to me at your convenient leifure, and 
you fhall know how 1 fpeed; and the conclufion 
iliall be crown'd with your enjoying her ; adieu ; you 
fhall have her, Mafter Brook ; Mafter Brook^ you 
ihall cuckold Ford. [Exit. 

Ford, Hum ! ha 1 is this a vifion ? is this a dream ? 
do I flccp? Mafter Ford, awake; awake, Mafter 
Ford ; there's a hole made in your beft coat, Mafter 
Ford . This 'tis to be married ! this 'tis to have linen 
and buck-baikets !— Well, I will proclaim myfelf 
what I am ; I will now take the leacher ; he is at 
my houfe ; he cannot 'fcape me ; 'tis impoflible he 
ihould ; he cannot creep into a half-penny purfe, 
nor into a pepper-box : but, left the devil that guides 
him ftiould aid him, I will fearch impoflible places. 
Tho^ what I am I cannot avoid, yet to be what I 
would not, ihall not make me tame ; if I have horns 
to make one mad, let the proverb go with me, I'll 
be horn-mad. [^Exit, 

A C T IV. S C E N E I. 

Page'/ Houfe. 

Enter Mrs Page, Mrs Quickly, and William. 

Mrs Page, 

IS he at Mr Ford's already, think'ft thou ? 
i^aic. Sure he is by diis, or will be prelently : 
but truly he is very courageous mad, about hix 
throwing into the water. Mrs Ford defires you to 
come fuddenly. 

Mrs Page, I'll be with her by and by ; I'll but 
bring my young man here to fchool. Look where 
his mafter comes 5 'tis a playhig-day, I fee. 

Enter Evans. 

How now, Sir Hugh, no fchool to-day ? 

Eva. No J Mafter Slender is let the boys leave 
to play. 

M 2 
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Quic, BlefHng on his heart f 

Mrs Pa^8. Sir Hugh, my hufband fays my Ton 
profits nothing in the world at his book ; I pray yo« 
afk him fome queflions in his Accidence. 

Eifa^ Come hither, Witiiam— hold up your head^ 
—come. 

Mrs Page. Come on, firrah, hold up your head. 
Attfwcr your mailer, be not afraid. 

Eva, WilHam, how many numbers is in nouns ? 

Will. Two. 

j^tf/c. Truly I thought there bad been one nwn^ 
ber more, becauTe they fay, odV nouns. 

Eva, Peace your tatlings. What is fair j WiUiam > 

WiU. Pulcher. 

^uic. Poulcats? there are fairer things than poul- 
cats, fure. - ' 

Eva. Vou arc a very limpHcity 'oman 5 I pra^r 
vou, peace. What is kapisy William ? 

IVill. Aflone. 

Eva. And what is a (lone, William ? 

WilL A pebble. 

Eva. No, it is lafis : I pray you, remember 11^ 
your prain. 

WilJ. Lapis. 

Eva. That is a good William : what is he, Wil^ 
liam, that docs lend articles ? 

Will. Articles are borrow'd of the pronoun, and 
be thus declinM, fmgulariter nomiuativo^ hic^ hac^ 
hoc 

Eva. NominativOj hig^ hag^ hog; pray you, mark ; 
gtnitivOf hujus : well, what is your accufative cafe > 

Will. Accufativt^ hinc. 

Eva. I pray you, have your remembrance, child $ 
accufativiy hungy kangj nog, 

Quic, Hang hog is Latin for baeon^ I warrant you. 
* Eva. L^ave your prabbles,. 'oman. What is tii» 
focative cafcy William ? 

Will. O, vocativoj O. 

Eva, Reircmber, William, focativi. if eartU 

^tic. And that's a good root. 

Eva. 'Oman* forbear.. 

Mrs Page. Peace. 



d by Google 



Sc- 2. Of WINDSOR. i37 

Eva. What is your genitive cafe plural^ William ? 

'Vf'iW.,' Genitive cafe P 

Eva, Ay. 

Will. Genitive^ horum^ harum^ horum, 

Qitic, 'Vengeance of Giney's cafe ; fy on jier 1 
never name her, child, if flie be a whore. 

Eva* For fhame, 'omau. 

Quic, You do ill to teach the child fuch words : 
he teaches him to hick and to hack, which they'll 
do faft enough of themfelves ;" and to call horuni ; 
fy upon you 1 

Eva, 'Oman, art thou lunacies? haft thou no un- 
derftanding for thy cafes, and the numbers of the 
genders ? thou art as foolifli chriftian creatures as 
I would defirc. 

Mrs Page. Pr'ythee hold thy peace. 

Eva. Shew me now, William, fomc declenfion$ 
of your pronouns. 

WilL Forfooth I have forgot. 

Eva. It is, ^/, ka^ cod ; if you forget your kies^ 
your kasy and your cods^ you muft be preeches : go 
your ways and pky, go. 

Mrs Page, H& is a better fcholar than I thought 
he was. 

Eva, He is a good fprag memory. Farewell 
Mrs Page. 

Mrs Page. Adieu, good Sir Hugh. Get you home, 
boy. ComCy we ftay too long. \_Exsunt. 

SCENE II. 
Changes to Ford'/ Houfe. 

Enter FalftafF flwf/ Mrs Ford.' 

FaL Miftrefs Ford, your forrow hath eaten up my 
fiifferance. I fee you are obfequious in yoar love, 
andlprofefs requital to a hair's breadth; not only, 
Miftrefs Ford, in the fimple oJfice of love, but in 
ail the accouftrement, compIiment^, and ceremony 
of it. But are you fure of your hufband now ? 

Mrs Ford. He's a-birding, fweet Sir John. 
Ms 
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Mrs Pagey.'wit/iht.'] Whathoa, goffip Ford! what 
hoa ! % 

Mrs Ford» Step into the chamber, Sir John. 

£Exit Falftiaflf: 

Eftter Mrs ^age. 

Mrs Pug;e. How now, fweet heart, who's at home* 
befides yourfelf ? 

Mrs Ford. Why, none but mine own people. 

Mrs Page. Indeed ? 

Mrs Ford, No, certainly Speak louder. [Afide^ 

Mrs Page. TYuly I am fo glad you have no bo- 
dy here 

Mrs Ford. Why? 

Mrs Page. Why, woman, your hufband is in his 
old lunes again ; he fo takes on yonder with my 
hufband, fo- rails againfl all married mankind, fo 
curfes all Eve's daughters, of what completion fo- 
ever, and fo buffets himfelf on the forehead, crying, 
peer^outy peer^out! that any madnefs I ever yet be- 
h\eld feemM but tamenefs, civility^ and patience, ta 
this diflemper he is in now. I am glad the fat 
knight is not here. 

Mrs Ford. Why, does he talk of him ? 
V Mrs Page. Of none but him; and fwears he was 
oarryM out, the laf^ time hefearch'dforhim, inabaf^ 
ket ; protefls to my hulband he is now here ; and 
hath dr-awn him and' the reft of their company from 
their fport, to make another experiment of his fu- 
fpicion : but I am glad the knight is not here ; 
now he fhall fee'his own foolery. 

Mrs Ford. How near is he, Miftrefs Page ? 

Mrs Page'. Hard by, at fbcet's end,, he will be 
here anon. 

Mrs Ford. 1 am undone, the knight is here* 

Mrs Page^ Why, then, thou art utterly fliam'di 
and he's but a dead man. Whata woman are you? 
. — ^Away with him, away with him j better ihame 
than murder. 

Mrs Ford, Which way fliould he go ? how fhould 
X beftow him ?. ihall I put him into the balket again ? 
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SCENE in. 

,£»;«rFalftafF. 

FaU No, I'll come no more i' tli* baflcet : may I 
not go out, ere he come ? 

Mrs Page. Alas ! alas ! three of Mafter Ford'n 
brothers watch the door -with piftols, that none 
fliould ifllie ottt, otherwife you might flip away ere 
, he came — But what make you. here ? 

Fal, What fhall f do^? I'll creep up inta the 
chimney. 

Mrs Ford, There they ahvays ufe ta difcharge 
their birding-pieces j creep into- the kil^-hQle» 

Fal, Where is it? 

Mr i Ford. He will feek there, on my word. Nei- 
ther prefs, coflFer^ cheft, trunk, well, vault, but he 
hath an abftraft for the remembrance of fuch places^ 
and goes to them by his note ; there is no hiding 
you in* the houi'e. 

FuL I'll go out then. 

Mrs Ford. If you go oiit in your own fcmblance, 
you die, Sir John, unlefs you go out difguis^c^ 
How migjit we difguife him > 

Mrs Page, ^las-the-day, I know not. There is 
no woman's gown big enough for him ;. otherwife^ 
he might put on a hat, a mujfier, and a kerchief, 
and fo efcape. 

FaL Good heart, devife foroething ; any extre- 
mity, rather than mifchief. 

Mrs Ford. My maid's aunt, the fat \voman> oi 
Brainford, has a gown above. 

Mrs Page, On my word it will ferve him ; flie's 
as big as he is^ and there'^ her thrum hat, and her 
niuiHer too. Run. up, Sir John. 

Mrs Ford, Go, go, fweet Sir John ; Mifb-eft Page 
and I will look fome linen for your head: 

Mrs Page, Quick, quick, we'll come drcfs you 
fhraight: put on the gown the while. , 

[£*/rFalftaff. 

Mrs Ford, I would my hufl>and would meet him 
'ZL this ihape ^ he cannot abide the old woman of 
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Brainford ; he ft^^ears /lie's a witch, forbade her 
my houfe, and hath threarned to beat her. 

Mrs page, Heav'n guide him to thy hu/band's 
-^dgel, and the devil guide his cudgel afterwards! 

Mrs Ford, But is my hufband coming? 

Mrs Page, Ay, m good fadnefs, is he ; and talks 
of the baflcet too, however he hath had intelligence. 

Mrs Ford. We'll try that ; for Vl\ appoint ray 
men to carry the baiket again, to meet him at the 
door with it, as they did laft time. 

Mrs Pa^e. Nay, but he'll be here prefently j Jet's, 
go drefs him like the witch of Brainford. 

Mrs Ford. I'll firft direft my men what they 
fliall do with the baiket. Go up, Fll bring linen 
for him ftraight. 

Mrs Page, Hang him, difhonefl: varlet, we can- 
not mifufe him enough. 

We'll leave a proof, by that which we will do^ 
Wives may be merry, and yet honeifl too. 
We do not aft, that often jeft and laugh : 
'Tis old but true, StiUfwine eat all the draugh, 

Mrs Ford. Go, Sirs, take the baiket again oa 
your ihoulders 5 your mafter is hard at door; if he 
bid you fet it dowii, obey him : quickly, difpatch. 
^ExeuHt Mrs Page and Mrs Fordi 

Etfter Servants ivith the bajket* 

1 Serv. Come, come^ take up. 

2 Serv,. Pray heav'n it be not full of the knighf ' 
again. 

J Serv. I hope not. I had as lief bear fo muchr 
lead. 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Ford, Shallow, Page, Caius and Evans*- 

Ford. Ay, but if it prove true, Mailer Page, have 
you any way then to unfool me again ?— Set down 
the baiket, villain ;— fomebody call my wife— youth 
— In a baiket ! oh, you panderly rafcals ! there's a 
knot, a jrang, a pack, a confpiracy, againft me. 
Kow ihall the devil be iham'd. Wh^ 1 wife, I fay; 
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come, come forth, behold what honeft cloaths you 
fend forth to bleaching. 

Page. Why, this oa&s, Mafler Ford you are 

not to go loofe any longer, you muft be pinion'd. 

Eva. Why, this is lunatics ; this i& mad as a mad 
dog. • 

Enter Mrs Ford. 

ShaL Indeed, Mafter Ford, this is not well indeed. 

Ford. So fay I too, SiV. Come hither, Miftrcls 
Ford; — Miftrefs Ford, the hcmeft woman, the mo- 
deO; wife, the virtuous creature, that hath the jea- 
lous fool to her hufband ! — I fufped without caufe, 
miftrefs, do I ? 

Mrs Ford, Heav'n be my witnefs you do, if you 
fufpeft me in any difhonefty. 

Ford, Well faid, brazen-face; hold it out.— 
Come forth, firrah. £Pulls the deaths out of the bajketm 

'Page, This pailes 

jyirs Ford, Are you not afhamM ? let the cloaths 
alone. 

Ford, I /hall find you anon. 

Eva, 'Tis unreafonable ; will you take up youf 
wife's cloaths ? come away. 

Ford, Empty the bafket, I fay. 

Mrs Ford. Why, man, why 

Ford, Mader Page, as I am a man, there wat 
ime conveyed out of my houfe yefterday in thi» 
baflcctj why may not he be there again? in my 
houfe I am fure he is ; mr intelligence is tru«, my 
j<ealoufy is reafonable ; pluck me out all the linen. 

Mrs Ford. If you find a man there, he ihall die 
a ilea's death. 

Page, Here's no man. 

ShaL By my fidelity this is not well, Mr Ford ; 
this wrongs vou. 

£wi. Mafter Ford, you muft pray, and not fol* 
low the imaginations of your own heart ; this ift 
jealoufies. 
. Ford, Well, he's •no't here I feek for. 

Page. No,., nor no where elfe but in your brain,. 

Ford, Jlelp to fearch my houfe this on.e time j. i£ 
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I find not what I feek, ihew no colour for my ex* 
tremity ; let me for ever be your tablc-fport ; let 
them fay of me, as jealous as Ford, that fearch^d 
a hollow wall-nut for his wife's leman. Satisfy me 
once more, once more fearch with me. 

Mrs Ford. What hoa, Miftrefs Page ! come you^ 
and the old woman down ; my huiband will come 
into the chamber. 

Ford. Old woman ; whf * Jid woman*B that ? 

Mrs Ford. Why, it is my maid's aunt of Brainford. 

Ford. A witch, a quean, an old cozening quean f 
have I not forbid her my houfe ? fhe comes of er- 
rands, does flie ? We are fimple men, we do not 
know what's brought to pafs under the profcfiion 
of fortune-telling. She works by charms, hy (pells, 
by th' figure ; and luch dawbry as this is beyond 
our element ; we know nothing. Gome down, you. 
witch J you hag you, eome down, I lay. 

Mrs Ford. Nay, good fweet hufband ; good 
gentlemen, let liim not ftrike the old woman. 

SCENE V. 

Enter falftaff in 'women* s cloathsy and Mrs Page. 

Mrs Page. Gome, mother Prat, come, give me 
your hand 

Ford. I'll Prat her. Out of my door, you witch ! 
{Beau him.J you hag, you baggage, you poulcat, 
you runnion ! out, out, out. I'll conjure you, 1*11 
fortune-tell you. lExit Fal. 

Mrs Page. Are you not afham'd ? I think yoa 
have kiil'd the poor woman. . , 

Mrs Ford. Nay, he will do it.— Tis a goodljr 
crecit for you. 

Ford. Hang her, witch. ' 

^'va. By yea. and no, I think the 'oman is a witcb 
indeed : I like not when a 'oman has a great peard ; 
I fpy a great peard under her muffler. 

Ford. Will you follow, gentlemen ? I befcech 
you, follow ; fee but the iiliie of my jealoufy j if I 
cry out thus upon no trails never truU.me when I 
open again. 
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Page, Let's obe/ his humour a little furthers 
come, gentlemen. ^Exeunt. 

Mrs Page, Truft me, he beat him moft pitifully. 

Mrs Ford. Nay, by th' mafs, that he did not; 
he beat him mod unpitifully, methought. 

Mrs Page. I'll have the cudgel hallow'd and hung 
o'er the altar ; it hath done meritorious fervice. 

Mrs Ford. What think you ? may we, with the 
warrant of woman-hood, and the witnels of a good 
confcience, purfue him with any further revenge ? 

Mrs Page, The fpirit of wantonnefs is, lure, 
fcar'd out of him ; if the devil have him not in fee- 
fimple, with fine and recovery, he wul never, I 
think, in the way of wafte, attempt us again. 

Mrs Ford, Shall we tell our hufbands how we 
have ferv'd him? 

Mrs Page, Yea, by all means ; if it be but to 
fcrape the figures out of your hufliand's brain. If 
they can find in their hearts the poor unvirtuous 
fat knight Ihall be any further afili£ted, we two will 
ftill be the minifters. 

Mrs Ford. I'll warrant they'll have him publicly 
iham'd ; and, met hinks, there would be no period 
to the jeft, fhould he not be publicly fliam'd. 

Mrs Pme, Come to the forge with it, then fliape 
ill I would not have things cool. {Exeunt. 

SCENE VI. 

Changes to the Cartet'lnif. 

Enter Hofl and Bardolph. 

Bard. Sir, the German deCres to have three of 
•your horfcs ; the Duke himfelf will be to-rilorrow 
at court, and they are going to meet him. 

Hojl. What duke fliould that be, comes fo fe- 
cretly ? I hear not of him in the court: let me 
fpeaic with the gentlemen; they fpeak Englifh? 

Bard, Sir, riicall them to vou. 

Hojl They fliall have my horfes, but I'll make 
them pay I'll fwace them. They have had my 
houfe a week at command; I have turnM away my 
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etherguetoj the/muft come off; Til fawce them; 
come. lExiunu 

S C E. N E VII. 
Changes to Ford'j Houfe, 
Knur Page, Ford, Mrs Page, Mrs Ford, and Evans. 

Eva, 'Tis one of the beft difcretions of 'oman, as 
ever I did look upon. 

Page. And did he fend you both thefe letters at 
an iiiftant ? ^ ' 

Mrs Page, Withm a quarter of an hour. 
Ford Pardon me, wife. Henceforth do what thou 
I rather will fufpeft the fun with cold, [wilt^ 

Than thee with wantonnefs ; thy honour (lands, 
In him that was of late an heretic, 
As firm as faith. 

Page, 'Tis well ; 'tis well ; no more. 
Be not as extream in fubmiffion, as in offence. 
But let our plot go forward ; let our wives 
Yet once agaiti, to make us public fport, 
Appoint a meeting with this old fat fellow, 
"Where we may take him, and difgrace him for It. 
Ford, There is no better wa^ than that they 

fpoke of. 
Page, How ? to fend him word they'll meet hbn 
in the park at midnight ? fy^fy^ he'll never come. 
E'oa, You fay he hath been thrown into the ri- 
ver, and has be^n grievonfly peaten, as an old 
'oman ; methinks there fliould be terrors in him, 
that be fliould not come ; methinks his ilefh is pu-> 
nifh'd, he fliall have no defires. 
Page* So think I too. 

Mrs Ford, Devife but how you^ll ufe him, when 
he comes; 
And let us two devife to bring him thither. 
Mrs Page. There is an old tale goes, that Heme 
the hunter, 
Sometime a keeper here in Windfor foreft. 
Doth all the winter-time, at ftill of midnight. 
Walk round abdut an oak, with ragged horns ; 
And there he blafls the tree, and takes the cattle; 
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And makes milch-kine yield blood, aiid fliakes a 
cha'm 
' In a mod hideous and dreadful manner. 
You've heard of fuch a fpirit ; and well you know 
The fuperftitious idle-headed Elld 
ReceivM, and did deliver to our age. 
This taleof Heme the hunter for a truth. 

•Page. Why, yet there want not many that do feaK, 
In deep of night, to walk by this Heme's oak \ 
^'But what of this ? 

Mrs Ford, MsLtry this is our device, 
That FalftaiFat that oak Ihall meet with us. 
iWe'll fend him word to meet us in the field, 
•Difguis'd like Heme, with huge horns on his head. 

Page, Well, let it not be doubted but he?ll come. 
-And in this fliape when you have brought him thi- 
ther. 
What fliall be done with him? what is your plot ? 

Mrs Page, That' likcwife we have thought upon, 
and thus : 
Nan Page my daughter, and my little fon, 
' And three or four more of their growth, we'll drefs 
l^ike urchins, ouphes, and feiries, green and white, 
With rounds of waxen tapers on their heads, 
And rattles in their hands : upon a fudden, 
As Falflaff, llie, and I, are newly met, 
-Let them from forth a faw-pit mfli at once 
With fome ditfufedfong : upon their fight, 
^We two, in-g^eat.amazednefs, will fiy; 
Then let them all encircle him about. 
And fairy-like to. pinch the unclean loiight ; 
And afk him why, that hour of fairy-revel, 
•'In their fo facred paths he dares to tread 
'In fhape profane ? 

Mrs Ford. And 'till be tell the truth, 
iet the fup^fed fairies pinch him round, 
And bum mm with their tapers. 

^rs PagL The truth being known, 
"We'll all prefent ourfelves, dif-horn the fpiri*| 
And mock him home to Windfor. 

Ford. The children muft 
■»Be praaU'd well to this, or they'll nc'^r do\ 

Vol. UI. N 
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Eva. I will teach the children their behaviours; 
and I will be like a jack-an-apes alfo, to burn the 
ktiight with my taber. 

.Ford, This will be excellent. I'Jl go buy them 
vizards. 

Mrs Page, My Nan fliall be the queen of all the 
fairies ; 
finely attired in a robe of white. 

Page, That filk will I go buy. And in that time 
ShalfMr Slender fleal my Nan away, [-^-^/Au 

And marry her at Eaton. Go, fend to Falftaff 

. ftraight. 

Ford, Nay, I'll to him again in the name of 
Brook ; he'll tell me all his purpofe. Sure he'll come. 

Mrs Page, Fear not you that ; go, get us pro^- 
perties and tricking for our fairies. 

Eva, Let us about it ; it is admirable pleafures, 
and ferry honeft knaveries. 

[Exetrnt Page, Ford and Evans. 

Mrs Pagre, Go, Mrs Ford, 
Send Quickly to Sir John to know his mind. 

[Exit Mrj Fosd. 
1^11 to the Doftor ; he hath my good wijl. 
And none but he, to marry with Nan Psrgc, 
That Slender, tho' well landed, is an ideot; 
And he my huiband beft of all affcfts : 
The do^or is well money'd, and his friends 
Potent at,<:ourt.; he, none but he fhall have her ; 
Tho' twenty thoufand worthier xame to crave her. 

lExit. 

SCENE VIII. 

Changes to the Carter'Inn* 

Enter Hoft and Simple. 

Hofl, "What wouldfl thou have, boor? what^ 
vthick-fkin? fpeak, breathe, difcufs; brief, ihort, 
quick, {hap. 

Simp. Marry, Sir, I come to fpeak with Sir John 
Jalftaff, from Mr Slender. 

fiofi^ There's his chamber^ his houfe, his caiU^ 
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his ilanding-bed and truckle-bed * ; 'tis painted 
about with the ftory of the prodigal, frefh and new ; 
go, knock and call ; he'll ipeak like ai^ Anthropo- 
phaglnian unto thee : knock, I fay. 

Simp, There's an old woman, a fat woman, gone, 
up into his chamber ; I'll be to bold as ilay, Sir, 
'tiU fhe come down : I come to fpeak. with her, 
indeed. 

Hojl. Ha ! a fat woman ? the knight may be 
robbM ; 111 call. Bully-knight ! bully Sir John ! 
fpeak from thy lungs military : art thou there ? ir 
is thine hofl, thine Ephefian'f calls.' 

Falftaff above, 

Fdl, HoifT now, mine hoft ? 

Hoji, Here's a Bohemian-Tartar tarries the co-* 
ming down of thy fat woman : let her defcend, 
bully, let her defcend ; my chambers are honour- 
able. Fy, privacy ? fy. 

Enter Falftaff. 

Fal, There was, . mine hoft, an oid fat woman 
even now with me, but fhe's gone. 

Stwp.BtSLy yovLf S\^ was't not the wife, woaiaa' 
of Brainford ? 

Fal, Ay, marry was it, muflel-fhell J? what< 
would you with her ? 

Simp, My mafter, Sir, my mafter Slender fent to 
her, feeing her go through the ftreet, to know. Sir, 
whether one Nym, Sir, t^at beguil'd him of a.. 
chain, had the chain or no. 

Fal, I fpake with the old wo;nan about it. . 

Simp, And what fays file, I pray. Sir ? 

Fal, Marry, ihe- fays that the very fame man* 

* The ufual furniture of chambers in that time, was 
a-dandiDg bed, under which was a trochle, truckle or 
running bed. John/on . 

f He means to fay, thine Epboeflian. 

I ,He calls poor Simple muiTel-Aiell^bccaure he (lands, 
with his mouth open; Johnfon, 

N 2 
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that beguiPd Mafter' Slender of his chain, cozen'd 
him of it. 

Simp, I would I could have* fpoken with the \vo» 
man herfelf ; I had other things to have fpokeQ' 
with her too, from him. 

FaL What are they ? let us know. 

H^fh, Ay, come ; quick. 

Simp, I may not conceal them. Sir. 

FaL Conceal them, or thou dy'ft. 

Simp. Why, Sir, they were nothing but about 
Miftrefs Anne Page ; to know if it were my ma- 
iler's fortune to have her or no. 

FaL 'Tis, 'tis his fortune. 

Simp. 'What, Sir. 

FaL To have her, orno : go j fay the woman 
told me fo. 

Simp, May I be fo bold to fay ^o^ Sir ? 

FaL Ay, bir ; like who more bold. 

Simp, Thank your worfhip : I fball make my 
jnafter glad with thefe tidings. [^Exit Simple. 

Hofl. Thou art darkly, thou art darkly, Sir 
John : was there a wife woman with thee ? ' 

FaL Ay, that there was, mine hoft ; one that 
bath taught me more wit than ever I learned be- 
fore in my life ; and I paid nothing for it neither,, 
but was paid for my learning. 

SCENE IX. 
Enter Bardolph, 

Bard, Out, alas. Sir, cozenage ? mere cozenage ! 

Hofi, Where be my horfes ? fpeak well of them, 
^arletto. 

Bard, Run away with the cozeners j for fo foon 
as I came beyond Eaton, they threw, me off from 
behind one of them in a flough of mire, and ht 
fpurs, and away, like three Gferman devils, three 
Doftor Fauftus's. 

Hoft, They are gone but to meet the Dnke, vil- 
lain ; do not fay they are fled j Germans arc ho- 
nefl men. 
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Enter Erans. 

EvUi Where is mine hoft ? 

Ho/i, What is the matter, Sir ? 

Eva. Have a care of your entertainments; there«^ 
is a friend o' mine come to town, tells me, there 
is* three cozen-jermans that has cozen'd all the 
hofts of Reading, of Maidenhead, of Colebrook, of 
horfes and money. I tell you for good will, look 
you ; you are wife, and ffill of gibes and vlouting- 
ilocks, and 'tis not convenient you fhould be co- 
isen'd J fare you well. [Exit. 

Enter Caius. 

Caius, Ver' is mine hoft de Jarterre ? 

Hofl. Here, Mafter Doftor, in perplexi'ty and 
doubtful dilemma. 

Caius, I cannot tell vat is dat ; but it is tell-a- 
me dat you make a grand preparation for a duke 
de Jarraany ; by my trot, der is no duke, dat the 
court is know, to come. I tel] you for good will ; 
adieu. [Exit, 

HoJ}» Hue and cry, villain, go! affiftme, knight, 
I am undone; fly, run, hue and cry! villain, I am' 
undone I [Exit. 

FaL I would all the world might be cozen'd, 
for I have been cozened and beaten too. If it 
iliould come to the ear of the court how I have 
been transformed, and how my transformation hath 
been walh'd and cudgel'd, they would melt me out 
of ray fat, drop by drop, and liquor fiJhermen's 
boats with me. I warrant they would whip me 
with their fine wits, 'till I were as creft-fall'n as a ■ 
4ry'd pear. I never profper'd fince I forfwore 
royfelf at Primero *. Well, if my wind were but 
long enough to iaj my prayers, I would repent*—* - 

* A game at caids. John/on, 
•N3 
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SCENE X. 
Enter Mrflrefs Quickly. 

. Now, whence come you ? 

Quic. From the two parties, forfooth. 

Fal, The devil take one party, and his dam the 
other, and fo they fhall be both beftowM. I have 
fufFer'd more for their fakes, more than the vil- 
lainous inconftancy of roan's difpofition is able to 
bear. 

i^uic. And have not they fufler'd ? yes, I war- 
rant, fpecioufly one of them ; Miftrofs Ford, good 
heart, is beaten black and blue, that you cannot 
fee a white fpot about her. 

Fal. What telPft thou rte of black and blue ? I 
was beaten myfelf into all the colours of the rain- 
bow ; and I was like to be apprehended for the 
witch of Brainford ; but that my admirable dex- 
terity of wit, counterfeiting the aftion of an old f 
woman, deliver'd me : the knave conflable had fet 
me i' th' ftocks, i' th' common flocks, for a witch. 

S^nc. Sir, let me Ipeak with you in your cham- 
ber ; you fliall hear ^ow things go, and, I warrant, 
to your content. Here is a letter will fay fome- 
"Vhat. Good hearts, what ado is here to bring you 
together? fure one of you does not ferve heay^n 
^cll, that you are fo crofs*d. 

Fal, Come up into my chamber. \_ExfunU 

SCENE XI. 

Enter Fenton and Hofl, 

Hofl Mafler Fenton, talk not to me, my mind 
is heavy, 
I will give over all. 
Fent. Yet hear me fpeak ; affifl me in my purpofc^ 

f The text muft certainly be rcftorcd, a v'9o^woma», 
a crazy, frantic woman; one too wUd, and filly, and 
unmeaning, to have either the malice, or mifchicvous 
fttbtilty oC SI wiicb in hcxt TheobM 
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And, as; I am a gentleman, I'll give thee 

A hundred pound in gold more than your lofs. 

Hoft, I will hear you, Mafter Fenton; and I 
will, at the Icaft, keep your counieL 

Fent. From time lo.time I have acquainted you 
With the dear love I bear to fair Anne Page; 
Who, mutually, hath anfwer'd my afie^tioHy 
(So far forth as herfelf might be her chufer) 
Ev'n to my wifti. I have a letter from her 
Of fuch contents as you will wonder at ; 
The mirth whereoPs fo larded with my matter, 
That neither fingly can be manifeftcd, 
Without the ihew of both. Fat Sir John FalflaflT 
Hath a great fcene ; the image of the jeft 

[Shelving a letter. 
VW. fliew you here at large. Hark, good mine hoft; 
To night at Heme's oak, juft 'twlxt twelve and^one^ 
Muft my fweet Nan prefent the Fairy '^ueen { 
The purpofe why, is here ; in which difguife, 
While otlier jefts are fomething rank on foot, 
Her father hath commanded her to flip 
Away with Slender, and with him at Eaton 
Immediately to marry 5 flie hath confented. 

Now, Sir, 
Her mother, ever ftrong againft that match, 
And firm for Do£tor Gains, hath appointed 
That he Ihall likewife fhuffle her aw^y. 
While other fports are taiking of their minds ; 
And at the deanry, where a prieft attends, 
Straight marry her 5 to this her mother's plot 
She, Teemingly obedient, like%vife hath 
Made promife to the Dolftor — Now, thus it refts j 
Her father means fhe fhall be all in white. 
And in that drels, when Slender fees his time 
To take her by the hand, and bid her go, 
3hfr fhall go with him. — Her mother hath intended^ 
The better to devote her to the Doftor, 
(For they mufl all be malk'd'and vizarded) 
That, quaint in green, fhe ihall be loofe enrobed. 
With ribbands pendam flaring 'bout her head ; 
And when the Do6lor fpies his vantage ripe, 
To pinch her by the hand, and, on that tokeoy 
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The maid hath given confent to go with him. 

Hofl. Which means flie to deceive ? father or 
mother ? 

Fent. Both, my good hbft, to go along with me ; 
And here it refts, that you'll procure the vicar 
To flay for me at church, 'twixt twelve and one, 
And in the lawful name of marrying, 
To give our hearts united ceremony. 

Hofl, WeD, hu(band your device j I'll to the vicar. 
Bring you the maid, you fliall not lack a priefl, 

Ftnt. So* fhall I evermore be bound to thee ; 
Pefide, I'll mdke a prefent recompence. [Exeunt, 

SCENE XII. 
Re-enter Falflaff and Mijlrefs Quickly. 

FaL Pr'ythee no more pratling. Go. I'll hoH. 
This is the third time ; I hope, good luck lyes in 
odd numbers. Away, go ; they fay there is di- 
vinity in odd numbers, either in nativity, chance 
or death. Away. 

S^ic, I'll provide you a chain, and I'll do what 
I can to get you a pair of horns. 

[Exit Miftrefs Quickly. 

FaL Away, I fay, time wears : hold up your head 
and mince. 

Enter Ford. 

How now, Mafler Brook ? Mafler Brook, the mat- 
ter will be known to night, or never Be you in 
the Park about midnight, at Heme's oak, and you 
iliall fee wonders. 

Ford. Went you not to her yeflerday, Sir, as 
you told me you had appointed ? 

FaL I went to her, Mafter Brook, as you feCy 
like a poor old man ; but I came from her, Mafler 
Brook, like a poor old woman. That fame knave. 
Ford her hufband, hath the finefl mad devil of jea- 
loufy in him, Mafter Brook, that ever govem'd 
frenzy. I will tell you; he beat me grievoufly, 
in the fhape of a woman ; for in-tlie fhape of a 
man, Mafler Brool^ X fear not Goliah with a wea* 
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vcr's beam ; becaufe I know alfo, life is a fhuttle. 
I am in hafte ; go along with me, PU tell you all. 
Mailer Brook. Since 1 pluck'd geefe, play'd tru- 
ant, and whip'd top, I knew nor what 'twas to be 
beaten, 'till lately. Follow me, I'll tell you ftrange 
things of this knave Ford, on whom to night I will 
be revengM, and I will deliver his wife mto your 
hand.-: — Follow 5 ftrange things in hand, Mader 
Brook! follow'.— [£;«#»•/• 

ACTV. SCENE I. 

Windfor Park. 

JSnUr Page,. Shallow, aftd Slender* 
Page. 

COme, come ; we'll couch i' th' caflle-ditch, 'till 
we Jee the light of our fairies. Remcinbery 
fon Slender, my daughter. 

Slen. Ayy forfooth, I have fpoke with her, and 
we have a nay-word how to know one another. I 
cerae ro her in white, and cry tfmm 5 fhc cr\es bud* 
get ; and by tliat we know one another. 

ShaL That's good too; but what needs either 
your mum^ or her budget ? the white will decipher 
her well enough. It nath ftruck ten o'clock. 

?age. The night is dark, light and fpirits will 
become it well ; heav'n prolper our fport ! No man 
meanflf evil but the devil, and we fliall kUow Mm 
by his horns. Let^s away ; follow me. [£9re««fr.. 

S C E N E II. 

Znter Miflrefs Page, Miflrefs Ford and Caius. 

Mrs Page. Mr Dodor, my daughter is in green ;- 
when you fee your time, take her by the hand, 
away ^ith hev to the deanery, and difpatch ic 
quickly ; go before into the park ; we two muft 
go together. 

Cam. I know vat I have to do ; adieiu {Exitm 
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Mn Pa^e. Fare you well, Sir. My hulband will 
no! rejoice fo much at the abufe of Falflaff, as he 
will chafe at the Dolor's marrying my daughter : 
but 'tis no matter ; better a little chiding^ than a 
great deal of heart-break. 

Mrs Ford. Where is Nan now, and her troop of 
fairies, and the Welch devil Evans ? 

Mrs Page. They are all coucli'd in a pit hard bj 
Heme's oak, with obfcur'd lights ; which, at the: 
very inftantof FalftalF's and our meeting, they will 
at once difplay to the night. 

Mry Ford. That caimot chufe but ama2e-4*im. 

Mrs Page. If he be not amaz'd, he will be mock'd;. 
if he be amaz'd, he will every way be mock'd. 

Mrs 'Ford. We'll betray him finely. 

Mrs Page. Againft fuch lewdftfers' alid thcir- 
lechery, 
Thofe that betray them do no treachery. 

Mrs Ford. The. hour draws on j to the oak, tck 
the oak. [^Exiunt, 

Enter Evans and Fairies. 

Eva. Trib, trib, fairies; come and remember' 
your parts ; be pold, I pray you ; follow rac into> 
the pit ; and when I give the watch-'ords,. do as L 
pid you; come,.come;. trib, trib. [_EKeuat. 

S C E N E IIL 

Enter Falflaff, ivith a buck's head on. 

FaL TheWindfor bell hath fhruck twelve, the. 
minute draws ont now, the hot-blooded gods af- 
fifl me ! Remember, Jove, thou waft a bull for thy 
Europa; love fet on thy horns. Oh powerful love J 
that, in fome refpe^s, makes a beafl a man ; in 
fome other, a man a beafl : you were alfo, Jupi- 
ter, a fwan, for the love of Leda : Oh, omnipotent 
love ! how near the god drew to the complexion of 
a goofe ? A fault done firfl in the form of a beafl,. 

O Jove, a beafUy fault in die femblance of. 

a fowl t think, on't, Jove, a foul fault. Whca 

ffods have, hot backs, what fhall poor men do ? for 
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me, I am here a Windfor Jtag, and the fattefl, I 
think, i' th' foreft. Send me a cool rut-time, Jove, 
or who can blame me to pils my tallow ? Wh© 
.comes here ? my doe ? 

.Enter Miftrefs Ford and Mijlrefs Page. 

Mrs Ford, Sir John ! art tliou there, my deer ? my 
male deer ? 

FaL My doe* with the black fcut ? let the (kjr 
4*ain potaroes ; let it thunder to the tune of Green* 
Sleeves; hail-kiiiing-cooifits, and fnow eringoes ; 
ler there come a tempelt of prd vocation, J will Ihel* 
ter nie here. 

Mrs Ford. Miltreis Page is come with me, fweet 
heart. 

FaL Divide me like a bribe buck, each a haunch; 
I will keep my lides to myfeif, my Ihouiders for 
the fellow of this walk j , and vnj horns I bequeath 
your hufbauds. I am a woodman, ha ? Speak I 
like Hcrne the hunter i why, now is Cupid a child 
of coniciencc, he makes reilitution. As I am a 
true fpirit, welcome ! [Nosfg luitfUtu 

Mrs Page. Alas ! what noife ? 

Mrs Ford. Heav'n forgive our fins ! 

FaL What fliould this be? 

SJS}Away,awar. 

\The vJorMfP run ouU 
FaL I think the devil will noi have me damn'd, 
left the oil thai is in me &ould fet hell on lire 5 he 
never would elfe crofs me thus. 

SCENE IV. 

£nter Sir Hugh like a Satyr ) Quickly, and others^ 
dreji Uke Fairies^ ivith tapers. 

Quic* Fairies, black, gray, green, and white, 
Tfou moon-ihine revellers and iliades of night, 

;t To the. keeper the Jhouldcrs smd humiiUs Mon^Mg* 
jLi A pcr^uifite. Steevenu 
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You Ouphen heirs of fixed deftiny, 
Attend your otBce and your quality. 
Crier hobgoblin, make the fairy o-yes.' 

Eva, Elves, lift your names ; iilence you airy toys. 
Cricket, to Windfor chimneys fhalt thou leap : 
Where fires thou find'ft uurak'd, and hearths un- 

fwepr, 
There pinch the* maids as blue as bilberry s 
Our radiant queen hates fluts and flunery. 

FaL The /re fairies j he that fpcaks to them 

fliail.die 
I'll wink and couth ; no m?in their works mufl eye. 
\Lyc-5 d'i-u^i upvf* his fact* 
E'oa, Where's Pede? go you, and where yott 

f nd a maid, 
That ere Ihe fletp hath thrice her prayers faid, 
Kein up the organs of her f^mtafy ; 
Sleep flie as found as carelefs infancy ; 
But thofe that fleep, and think not on their fins, 
Pinch them, arms, legs, backs, ihoulders, fides and 

fliins. 
Quic About, about; 
Search Windfor caftle, elves, within and out. 
Strew good hick, ouphes, on every facred room. 
That it may ftand^tiU the perpetual doom, 
In ftate as wholfome, as in ftate 'tis fit 5 
Worthy the owner, as the owner it. 
The feveral chairs of order look you fcour, 
With juice of bahn and ev'ry precious flowV: 
Each fair inftahnent-coat and fev'rai creft, 
With loyal blazon evermore be bleft ! 
And, nightly-meadow-fairles, look you fing, 
Like to the Garter-compafs, in a ring : 
Th' exprefliire that it bears, green let it 1)c, 
More fertile -frefli than all the field to fee; 
And, Hony foit qui mal y penfe write, 
In emrold- tuffs, flow'rs purple, blue and white. 
Like fapphire, pearl, and rich embraderv, ^ 

Buckled below fair knight -hood's- bfndirig knee; V 
Talries ufe flowers for their charaftcry +. j 

i* Foi tbe matter with which tbii make Ictten. 
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Away, difperfe; but, till His one oVlock, 
Our dance ojf cuflom round about the oak 
Of Heme the hunter, let us not forget. 

Evq, Praj you lock hand in hand, yourfelves in 
order fet : 
And twenty glow-worms fhall our lantboms be. 
To guide our meafure round about the tree. 
But flay, I fmell a man of middle earth. 

Fal, Heav'ns defend me from that Welch fairy, 
/left he transform me to a piece of cheefe ! 

Eva, Vild worm, thou waft o'crlookM cv^n in 
thy birth, 

J^mV. With'trial-fire touch me his finger-end; 
If he be chafte, the flame will back defcend, 
■And turn him to no pain j but if he ftart, 
It is theflefh of a -corrupted heart. 

Eva. A trial, come. ■ 

[They burn him vtith their taper Sy a»d pinch hinu 
dome, will this wood take fire. 

FaL Oh, oh, oh ! 

Qiiic. Corrupt, -corrupt and tainted in defire. 
•About him, fairies, fmg a I'cornful rhime : 
And, as you trip, fbll pinch nim to your time. 

Eva* It is right, indeed, he is full of leacheries 
and iniquity. 

The SONG. 



Fy mfinfdphantdfy^ 
Fy on hjfi and luxury J 



Luft is hut a bhodijb fire f , 

Kindled vjithunchafle defire^ 

Fed in heai^y ^hop flames ahircy 
As thoughts do blow them^ hivker and higher. 

Pinch him^ fairies^ mutually j 

Pinch him/or his villainy .• 
'Pinch him^ and burn himy and turn him abouty 
^ill candles J and ft ar Eighty and moon/bine i>e 
out* 

T[P^^l^t 'Aii fong4hey pinch him. Dodor Caius 

i> Luft is hut i'th' Uood a fire, ibniaer • 
Vol. III. O 
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comes one wa/, and fteals away a boy in green; 
Slender another nvay, and he takes avtay a bay in 
'white ; and Fenton comesy and fteals aivay Mrs Anne 
page. u4 noife of hunting is made within. Ml the 
fairies run away, YdiH&^S pulls off his buck^s headj 
und rifes, 

SCENE V. 

'Enter Page, Ford, (arc. They lay hold on him. 

*JPitge. Nay, do not fly ; I think we've watch'd 
you now : 
Will none but. Heme the hunter ferve your turn? 

Mrs Page. I pray you, come 5 hold up the jcft no 
mgker. 
l*Tow, good Sir John, how like you Windfor wivesj? 
See you thefe, hufbands ? do not thefe fair yoaks 
become the foreft" better than the town ? 

Ford. Now, Sir, who's a cuckold now ? Mafter 
Brook, Falfla^'s a knave, a cuckoldly knave, here 
are hi? horns, ^Mafter Brook ; and, Mafter Brook, 
he hath enjoy'd nothing of Ford's but his buck- 
balket, his cudgel, and twenty pounds of money, 
-which muft be paid to Mafter Brook } his horfes are 
arretted for it, Mafter Brook. 

Mrs Ford. Sir John, we have had ill luck ; we 
could never meet. "I will never take you for my 
love again, but I will always count you my deer. 

Fal. I do begin to perceive that I am maxJe an afs. 

Ford. Ay, and an ox too : both the proofs are 
extant. 

Fal. And thefe are not fairies ? I was three or 
four times in the thought they were not fi&iries ; 
and yet the guiltinefs of my mind, the fudden fur- 
prize of my powers, drove the grofsnefs of the fop- 
pery into a receiv'd belief, in defpight of the teeth 
•f all rhime and reafon, that tney were fairies. 
See now how wit may be made a. jack-a-lent, 
when 'tis upon ill-emplojrment 1 
i,£van Sir John Falitaff, ferve Got, and leave your 
deHres, and fairies will not pince you* 

,F$rd. Well faid, Fairy Hugh, 
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Eva, And leave you your jealoufies^too, I pray you. 

Fjord. I will never miftruft my wife again, 'till 
thou art able to woo her in good Englifh. 

Fal, Have I laid my brain in the fun and dry'd 
it, that it wants matter to prevent fo grofs o'er- 
rcacliing as this ? am I ridden with a Welch goat 
too ? Ihall I have a coxcomb of frize ? 'tis time» 
I. were choak'd with a piece of toafted cheele. 

Eva, Seefe is not good to give putter ; your pel-^ 
ly is all putter* 

Fal Seefe and putter ! Have I liv'd to ftand in 
the taunt of one that makes fritters of Englifli? 
this is enough to be, the decay of lull and late- 
valking through the reahn. 

Mrs Page. Why,* Sir John, do you think, th(A 
we would have thrujQ: virtue- out of our hearts by 
the head and flioulders, and have given ourfelves. 
without fcruple to hell, that ever the devil could 
have made you our delight ? 

Ford. What a hod^e-pudding ? a bag of flax ? 

Mrs Page, Apuftman? 

Page, Old, cold, Avither'd, and of intolerable en** 
trails? 

Ford, And one that is as flanderous as Satan ? 

Page, And as poor as Job ? 

Ford. And as wicked as his wife ? 

Eiia^ And given: to fornications, and to taverns^ 
andfacks, and wines, and metheglins, andtodrink-i 
ings, and fwearings, and ftarings^ pribbles and 
prabbles ? 

Fat, Well, I am your theme ; you have the flart 
of me ; I am dejefted ; I am not able to anfwec 
the Welch flannel; ignorance itfelf is a plummet 
o?er me ; ufe me as you will. 

Ford, Marry, Sir, we'll bring you to Windfor to 
one Mr Brook, that you have cozen'd of money, to 
whom you fliould have been a pander : over and 
above that you have luifer'd, I think to repay that 
jBoney will be a biting affliction. 

Mrs Ford, Kay, hufband, let that go to makf 
amends : 
Forgive 'that fum, and fo we'll all be friends.. 

2 
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Ford, WclJ^ here's my hand ; alFs forgiven at laft. 

?age. Yet be chearfuK Knight; thou ihalt eat a ' 
poflct to-night at my houfe, where I will defire thee 
{o laugh at my wife, that now laughs at thee. TeU 
her, Mr Slender hath marry'd her daughter. 

Mrs Page. Doftors doubt that; if Anne Page be . 
my daughter, ihe is, by this, Doctor Gaius' wife. 

lAfide. 

S O E N E VI. 
Enter Slender. 

Sletfi What hoe ! hoe \ father Page. 

Page, Son, how now ? how now, fon, have yot 
difpatch'd ? 

Sle», Difpatch'd ? TU make the bcft in Gloucef- 
terfhire know on't ; would I were hang'd la, elfe. 

Page. Of what, Ton? 

Sleje. I came yonder at Eaton, to marry Miftrefs 
Anne Page, and (lie's a great lubberly boy. If it 
had not b^ en i' th' church, I would have fwingM 
him, or he iiiould have fwlng'd me. If I did not 
think it had been Anne Page, would I might never 
ftir; and 'tis a poflmafter's boy. 

Page. Upon my life, then, you took the wrong. 

Slen. Wnat need you tell me that ? I think fo, 
when I took a boy for a girl : if I had been mar- 
ry'd to him, for all he was in woman's apparel, I 
would not have had him. 

Page. Why, this is your own folly. Did not I 
tell you how you fliould know my daughter by her 
garments ? 

^ Slen. 1 went to her in white, and cry'd mttm^ and 
(lie cry'd budget^ as Anne and I had appointed ; and 
yet it was not Anne^ but a poft-mafter's boy. 

Eva. Jefhu ! Mafter Slender, cannot you fee, but 
^arry boys ? , 

Page. O, I am vext at heart. What fhall I do? 

Mrs Page. Good George, be not angry ; I knew 
•f your purpofe, tiuii'd my dkughter into green ; 
and, indeed, (he is now with the Doftor at the 
Deanry, and there married. 
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SCENE VII. 

^ Enter Caius. 

Caius. Ver is Miftrefs Page? by gar I'am co-^ 
2enM ; I ha' married one garioony a boy^ one pea- 
fant, by gar ; a boy j it is not Anne Page j by gar 
1 am cozen'd. 

Mrs Page, Why, did you not take her in green ? 

Caius, Ay, be gar, and 'tis a boy ; be gar, .I'Ji 
raife all Windfor. 

Ford, This is (brange ! who hath got the. right 
^ne? 

Page, My heart mifg^ves me; here conies Mr 
Fenton. 

Enter Fenton and Anne Page. * 

How now, Mr Fenton ? 

/4nne, Pardon, good father; good my mother^, 
pardon. 

Page, Now, miftrefs, how chance you went not 
withlMr Slender ? 

Mrs Page. Why went you not with Mr Dodtor^ . 
maid? 

Fent, You do amaze her: hear the truth of it, , 
You would have marry'd her raoft fliamefuUy, . 
Where there was no proportion held in love : • 
The truth is, flie and I long fince contrafted, . 
Are now fo fure that nothing can diflblve us. 
Th' offence is holy, that fhehath committed j ^ 
And this deceit lo£es the name of xraft, 
Of difobedience, or unduteous title; 
Since therein flie doth evitate and fhun ' 

A^houfand irreligious, curfed hours, 
Which forced marriage would have brought upon i 
her. 

Ford, Stand not amaz'd, here is no remedy. 
In love, the heav'ns themfelves do guide the ftate 5 . 
Money buys lands, and wives are fold by fate. 

Fal, I am glad, tho' you have ta'eli a fpecial i 
fland to ftrike at me, that your arrow h^.th 1 
glanc'd. 
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Page f . WcD, what remedy ? Fenton, Heav'n 
give thee jpy ! 
What cannot be efchew'd, muft be embraced. 

Eva. I will alfo dance and eat plums at your 
wedding. 

Fal. When night*dbgs run, all forts of deer artf 
chacM. 

Mrs Page. Well, I will mufe no further, Mafter 
Fenton, 
Heav'n give you many, many merry days ! 
Good hufband, let us every one go home, 
And laugh this fport o'ei* by a country fare, 
Sir John and all. 

Ford* Let it be ib : — ^Sir John, 
To Mafter Brook you yet fhaU hold your word ; 
For he, to-night, fhaU ly withJVliftrefs Ford. 

[Exeunt omnes. 

* f Tn the firft fketch of this plkv, which, a» Uf Pope 
obienres, is much inferior to the latter performance, the 
only fentiment of which f regret the omiffion occurs at 
this critical time.vWhen Fenton brings in his wife, there 
i^ this dialogoe. 

Mrs Ford. Cme, Miflre/s Page^ Jmuft he hid vfithyoM^ 
*Tis pity to part love that is Jo true. 

Mrs Pa^, afidc.] Atthough that I have miffed iu wff m* 
ienU 
Yet I am glad my huiband^i match is eroffed, 
■ "Rere^ Fenton^ take her 

Eva. Ccmef Mafter Page^ you tnuft needs agree. 

Ford. VfiUth, Sir, come, you fee your "wife is pleafei. 

Page. J cannot tell, and yet my heart is eajed: 
And let it doth me good the do8er miffed. 
Cme bHber^ FeniWt ^ ^^^ iititer^ daiighter. JohnAm* , 
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Charadlers in the Indudlion.. 

A Lord, before whom the play is fuppo$*d to be play'd: 
Christopher Slt, a drunken tinker. 
Hoftefs. 

Page, players, huntfmen, and oAcr fervants attendm^ 
on the Lord. 



Dramatis Perfonae^ 

Bapti STA, father to Catharina and Bianca; very rich^ 
Vi N c E M T I o, an old gentleman of Pifa. 
LucENTio, fon to Vincentio, in love with Bianca. 
PetrucHio, a gentleman of Verona, a futtor to Ca- 
tharina.^ ' 
Gr E M I o , 7 pretenders to Bianca. 

HORTENSIO, J 

TrANio, ■) ftjvants to Xuccntio. 

BlOND.ELLO, J 

Gr u m i o , fcrvant to Petruchio. 

Pe D ANT, an old fcltow fct up to petfonate Vilicentio^ . 

CiTHARiNA, the Shrew. 
BiAMcA, her fitter. 
"Wipow. 



Taylor^ haberdafliers ; with Tetvants atten'difig oa- 
fiaptifta and Petruchio. 

Sc E H E , /omethnes m Paduii ; gHdJbmttimts U 
Pctrttchio'f boiife m the t^mtr^* 
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TAMING of the SHREW. 

INDUCTION. 

SCENE I. 

Before an AUhoufe on a Heaths 
Enter Hoftefs and Sly* 

I'LL pheefe you, in faith. 
Ho ft, A pair of ftocks, you rcgucf 
Sly, Y'are a baggage; the Slies are ho roguer. 
Look in the Chronicles, we came in with Richard 
Conqueror; thercforty paucus pallabris * ; let the 
world Aide: Sefa, 

Hoft. You will not pay for the glafles you ha7« 
burft ? 

Sly No, not a denier : go by, Jeronimo -f^— go 
to thy cold bed, and warm thee. 

Hoft, 1 know my remedy; I muft go fetch thft 
Thirdborough. 

Sly, ^ Third, or fourth, or fifth borough, I'll an- 
fwer him by law; I'll not badge an inch, boy; let" 
him come, and kindly. \Falls ajltepm 

• Meanine pocas palabrat, Spanifli, frm -wards, Thcob. 

f Go by, Jeronimo^ was a kied of by-word io the au- 
thor's days, as appears by its. being ufed in the fame 
manner by Ben Johnfon, Beaumont and Fletcher, and 
other writers near that time. It arofe firft from a pa(^ 
fage,in an old play, called Hieronymo^ or, The Sfanifi 
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SCENE 11. 

Whdhorm^ Enter a Lord from huntings ivithjaTraiif^ 

Lord: Huntfman, I charge thee tender well my 
hounds, 
Beach, Merriman, the poor cur is imbofl ; 
And couple Clowder with the deep-mouth'd Brach. 
Saw'fl thou not, boy, how Silver made it gopdL 
At the IVadge-corner, in the coHeft fault ? 
I would i^ot lofe the dog for twenty pound. 

Hufh Why, Belman is as good as he, my Lord; 
He cried upon it, at the mecrell lofs. 
And twice to-day pickM out the dulleft fcent : 
Truft me, I take him for the better dog. 

Lord. Thou art a fool ; if Eccho were as fleet, 
I would efleem him worth a dozen fuch. 
But fup them well, and look unto them all, 
To-morrow I intend to hunt again. 

Ifun, I will, my Lord, 

Lord. What's here ? one dead, or drunk ? fee,, 
doth he breathe ? 

^ H»n, He breathes, my Lord. W6re he not 
warm'd with ale, 
This were a bed but cold, to fleep fo foundly. 

Lord, O monftraus beaft ! how like aXwine.he lyes ! 
—Grim death, how foul and loathfome is thy 

image ! — 
Sirs, I will praftife on this drunken man. 
What think you, if he were convey'd to bed, 
Wrapt in fweet cloaths, rings put upon his fingers, 
A moft delicious banquet by his bed, 
And brave attendants near him, when he wakes, 
W^uld not the beggar then forget himfelf ? 

1 Hun, Believe me. Lord, I thmk he cannot chufe. 

2 Huf^. It would feem fbange unto him, when he 

wak'd. 
Lord, Even as a flatt'rii^g dream, or, wocthki^ 

faitcy. 
Thfen take him up, and manage well the jeft?. 
Carry him gently to my faireft chamber, 
And bang it round with all my wanton pidures; 
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Balm his foul head with warm diflilled waters, 

And bum fweet wood to make the lodging fwe€t. 

Procure me mufic ready when he wakes, 

To make a dulcet and a heav'nly found; 

And if he chance to fpesik, be ready flraight, 

And with a Jow fiibmiilive reverence 

Say, what is it your honour will command ? 

Let one attend him with a fdver bafon 

Tull of rofe water, and beftrewM with flowers 5 

Another bear the ewer; a- third a diaper; 

And fay, WilPt pleafe your Lordfliip cool your hands ? 

Some cfne be ready with a coftiy fuit, 

And alk him what apparel he will wear ; 

Another tell him of his hounds and horfe, 

And that his lady mourns at his difeafe; 

Perfuade him, that he hath been lunatic. 

And when he fays he is, »'fay, that he drealnsj 

For he is nothing but a mighty lord. 
This do, and do it kindly, gentle Sirs : 
It will be pafKme palling excellent, 
If it be hufbanded with modefty. 

I Hun, My Lord, I warrant you we'll play our 
As he ihall think, by our true diligence, [part. 
He is no lefs than what we fay he is. 

Lord. Take him up gently, and to bed with him ; 
And each one to his office when he wakes. 

[Some bear out Sly. Souud Trumpets, 
Sirrah, to fee what trumpet is that founds. 
Belike (ome noble gentleman that means, 

lEx Servafft^ 
Travelling fomc journey, to repofe him here, 

SCENE III. 
Re-enter a Servant* 

How now? who is it ? f 

Ser. An't pleafe your Honour, players 

That offer (ervice to your Lordfliip, 
Lord, Bid them come near : 

Enter Players. 

}7ow« fellows, you are welcome, ^ 
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-P/aK. We thaiik your Honour. . 

Lord. Do you, intend to ftav wrth roe to-ni^t? 

If lay. So pleafe your Lordfliip to accept oHrduty. 

£^7 With aU my heart. Thxs feUow I re- 
member, ^ i /» r 

Since once he play'd a farmer's eldeft fon : 
?TTas where you wooM the gentlewoman fo weB: 
Ihlre forgot your name ; tat fare, that part 
W^ aptly fitted, and naturaHy pcrfonrfd. 
Sm * 1 th«k ''^»« Soto that your H<»«» 

lorfT'Tis very true ; thou didft it exceBent: 
W«1U you are come to me in happy time, 
'The rather for I have fome fpott m hand, 
Whe«ryour cunning car, ^ me much. 
There ia a Lord wiU hear you T>Jay tcmghts 
-Rut 1 am doubtful of yo'ur modefties, 
S over-eying of his odd behaviour, 
fFor yet his Honour never heai;d a play), 
. You break into fom* merry-paffion, 
ind fo offend him : for I tefl you, Sirs, 
^youihould fmile, he grows "np«»e»»- „. ^ 
Pky. Yearnot, my Lord, we can cantamoa^ 

•MT/TP he the verrieft antic ki the world. 
^tplay t^the «.**«••] Go get a di&doutto niab 
•ckan'^/flioes. and I'Ufpeakfbrthe^^ope^^t; 

Mv Lord, we moft hav« a flioulder of muttoivfa 
f propy, and a little vinegar to make our ded 

^"U'd. Go, firrah, take them to the buttery, 

• Mr Rowe and Mr T»»pe prefix the name f^^, 

WhiX no doubt. w». the name of one ot the pUT^ 
l^;.JI^^. «.d »ho lud played Ui. part o» S«. 

f -When the afting <hc mj^frKi ol «>>; Old apo 
Teftament wa. in vogut ; at the 'eP!«<«.f"^ fJi 
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And give them friendly welcome every one : 
Let mem want nothing that the houfe aiibrds. 

SExit one ivith the Players, 
, w . omew my p&ge, 

And fee him drefsM in all fuits like a lady. 
That done, conduct him to the drunkard's chamber. 
And call him Madam, do him all obeifance. 
Tell him from me, (as he will win my love), 
He bear himfelf widi honom'able -action, 
Such as be hath obfervM in noble ladies 
Unto their lords, by them accomplifh'd j 
^ Such dut^ to the drunkard let him do, 
With foft low tongue, and lowly courtefy ; 
And fay, What is't your Honour will command, 
Wherein your lady and your bumble wife 
May fhew her duty, and make known her love ? 
And then with kitid^mbracemenrs, tempting kii^s. 
And with declining head into his bofom, 
Bid him fhed tears, as being over-joyM 
To fee her noble lord reftorM to health, 
Who for twice feven years hath efteem'd himfelf 
-No better than a poor and loathfome beggar : 
Aad if the boy have not a woman's gift 
To raifi a fhower of commanded tears, 
An t)nion will do well for fuch a fhift ; 
Which in a napkin being clofe convey'd, 
Shall in defpight enforce a wat'ry -eye. 
See this difpatch'd, with all the bafte thou canil ; 
Anon I'll give thee more inftrudtions, 

\_Exit Servant. 
I know the boy will well ufurp the grace, 

And the devil, where-ever he came, was always to fuf- 
fcr fome difgrace, to make the people laugh : as here, 
thehufibonery was to applj the gall and vinegar to make 
him roar. And the Pai&oa being that, of all the wy* 
ftenei^ which was mott frequently reprefcnted> vinegaar 
became at length the (landing implement to torment 
the devil: jmd ufed for this purpofe.even after the mjh 
fterits ceafed, and the moraRties came in vogue ; where . 
the devU coattnued to have a coniiderable part.— 
The mention of it here was to ridicule fo abfurd a cir* 
cumftance in thefe old farces. fTariwrtoii* 
Vol. III. < P 
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Voice, gait, and aftion of a gtatlewoman. 

I long to hear him call the dnxnkardj hufboai; 

And how my men will flay themfelves from laughter, 

Whm they do homage to this finale peafi^lt• 

I'll in to counfel them : haply myprAtnce 

May well abate the over-meny ^AeeUy 

Which ocherwife will go into extnunes. lExii Ltrd. 

SCENE IV. 

Changes to a Bed-chamber in the LonTs Bwife, 

MnterSlywithattendantSj fonu vitk apparel, hafim 
and evierj and other appurtenances. Re-enter Lar^. 

Sly* For (God's fake a pot of (mail ale. 

I Serv* WilPt pleafe your Lordfhip drink a cw 
irffack? T -T 

a Servu WilTt pleafe yom- Honour tafte of thefo 
conferves ? 

3 Sero. What raiment will your Honour wear 
to-day? 

Sly I am Ghriflophero Sly, call not me Honoor 
«or Lordfhip : I ne'er drank lack in my life : and 
if you give me any conferves, give me conferves of 
beef. Ne^er alk me what raiment I'll wear, for I 
have no more doublets than backs, no more ftodc- 
ings than legs, nor no more fhoes than feet ; nay, 
fometimes more feet than ihoes ; or fuch iboes at 
xssf toes look through die over-leather. 

Lfifd* Heaven ceafe this idle humour in your Ho- 
nour! 
Ob, that a mighty man (^ fuch defcent^ 
Of fuch pofle^ns, and fo hiffh^fleem, 
Should be infufed with fo foiU a fpirit ! 

Slf. V/hat, would you make me mad ? am not f 
Chnflophero Sly, old 61:^^8 fon of Burtan4ieath, hr 
birth a pedlar, by education a card-maker, by traai* 
mutation a bearherd, and now by preleat profelfioa 
a tinker ? Aflclttarian Hacket,' the Ux ale-wife of 
Wincot, if (he know me not ; if (he fay I am not 
fourteen pence on the fcore for iheer aley fcore tec 
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up fot the ljm^(t kiave in GhriAeadom. What, 
f, am not beftraught : here's -^ 

1 Man, Oh, this it is that makes your lady meum. 

2 Man, Oh, this it is that makes your fenrants 

droop* 
Lord. Hence comes it that your kindred ihun 

yout boiski 
As beaten hence by your ftrange lunacy. 
Oh, noble Lord, bethink thee of thy birth, 
CaU home thy ancient tho»glits from banilhracnt, 
And banifh hence thefe abje£t lowly dreams. 
Look how thy fcrvants do attend on thee ; 
Each in hb office ready at thy beck. 
Wih thou have mafic ? hark, Apollo plays j [^Mujtc, 
And twenty caged nightingales do fing. 
Or wilt thou (lecp? we^ll have thee to a couch, 
Softer and fweeter than the lujftful bed 
On pi!trpofe trimmed up for Semiramis- 
Say thou wilt walk, we will befti*ow the ground : 
Or wilt thon ride ? thy horfcs iball be trappM, 
ThAir hamefs ftudded all with gold and pearl. 
Dofl thou love hawkinp; ? thou halt hawks will foar 
Above the morning lark. Or wilt thou hunt ? 
Thy hounds (hall make the welk'm anfwer them, 
And fetch ihrill echoes from the hollow earth. 
I Man, Say thou wilt coiwfe, thy greyhounds 

are as fwift 
As breathed ftaga; ay, fleeter than ^e roe. 
a Man, Doft thou love pid^ures ? we will fetch 

thee ftrait 
ildonts. painted by a runnmg brook } 
And Gftherea al) in fedges hid. 
Which feem to move and wanton with her breath, 
Ev'n as the waving fedges play with wind. 

Lord, We'll fhcw thee lo as ihe was a maid, 
And how fhe was beffuiled and furpris'd. 
As lively painted as the deed was done. 

3 Man, Or Daphne roaming through a thorny 

wood. 
Scratching her legs, that one fhaU fwear ihe bleeds j 
And at that fight (hall fad Apollo weep , 
So worknaaly the blood and tears are drtwn* 
P a 
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Lord. Thou art a lord, and' nothing but a 
lord : 
Thou haft a lady far more beautifui 
Than any womdn in this waining age. 

1 Man, And 'till the tears that fhe hath ihed for 

thee, 
Like epvious floods, o'er-ran her lovely face, 
She was the faireft creature in the world ; 
And yet fhe is inferior to none. 

Sly, Am I a lord,, and have I fuch a lady > 
Or do I dream ? or have I dreamM 'till now ^ 
I do not ileep; Ifee, I hear, I fpeak; 
I fmell fweet favours, and I feel foft things : 
Upon my life I am a lord indeed ; 
And not a tinker^ nor Chriftophero Sly. 
Well,, bring our lady hither to our fight. 
And, once again, a pot o' th' fmalleft ale. 

2 Man, Will't pleafe your^ MJghtinefs to wafb 

your hands ? 
Oh, how we jpy to fee your wits reftor'd ! 
Oh, that once more you knew but what you are! 
Thefe fifteen years you have been in a ^eam. 
Or, when you wak'd, fo wak'd as if you flept. 

Siy, Thefe fifteen years ! by my fay, a goodly nap : 
But did I newr fpeak of all that time ? 

I Man, Oh,, yes, myf. Lord, but very idle words* 
For tho* you lay heiV in this goodly chamber, 
Yet would you fajy^e werfe beaten out of door,. 
And rail'd up^ tHe lioftefs of the houfe ; 
And fay, you would prefent her at the leet ♦, 
Becaufe file bought flone-jugs, and no feaPd quarts^ 
Sometimes you would call out for Cicely Hacket. 

Sly, Ay, the woman's maid of the houfe, 

3 Man. Why^ Sir,, you know no houfe, nor na 

fuch maid,, 
Nor no fuch men, as you have reckon'd up ; 
As Stephen Sly, and old John Naps of Greece, 
And Peter Fuif, and Henry Pimpemell, 
And twenty more fuch names and men as thefe. 
Which never were, nor no man ever faw. 

* At the (wrUtet^ ot court of the manor. 



d by Google 



Se. 5. Of the S H R E W. i>3 

Sly, Now Lord be thanked for my good amends I 

AU. Amen. 

Sly, By th' mafs^ I think I aim a lord indeed. 
"What is thy name ? 

Man, Sim, an't pleafe your Honour. 

Sly. Sim? that's as much as to fay Simeon, or 
Simon 5 put fortM thy hattd, and fill the pot. 

[Tke fefoant gives him drink, 

SCENE V. 
Ent$r Lady, luitk attendants. , 

1 thank thee ;— thou ihalt not I^ by it. 

Lady. How fares my noble Lordl ? 

Sly. .Marry i fare well, fbr hef« ia ckffM efiough* 
Where's my wife ? 

Lady. Here, ttoble lord, what iir thy ififivWiff^ her? , 

Sly, Mrt you my wi£^ and will no* caJl me hnf- 
band? 
My men fliould ea9 me lord, I aiti your gptfi^mtt. 

Lady, My hufband and my lord, my lord md 

X am your wife in all obedieiteev 

Sly. I know it well: what mttft I eafi her? 

Lord. Madfltm. , x 

Sly. Alee Madam, or Joan Ufadam ? 

Lord. Madam, and nothing elfe; fo lordd call 
ladies. 

Sly. Come, fit down oil my knee. Sim, drink to 
Ber. Madam wife, they fay that I have dream'd, 
and flept above fome fifteen years and more. 

Lady, Ay, and the time feems thirty unto me, 
Being all this time abandon'd from your bed. 

Sly. 'Tis much Servants, leave me and her 

alone. Madam, undrefs you, and come now tO' 

bed. Sim, drink to her. 

Lady. Thrice noble lord, let me entreat of you» 
To pardon me yet for a night or two ; 
Or, if not fo, until the fun be fet : 
For your phyficians have exprefly charged, 
In peril to incur your former malady. 
That I fhould yet abfent me from youc bedw 
P 3 
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I hope this reafon Hands for my. exciife. 

Sly, Ajj it Hands fb, that I may hardly tarry fo 
long ; but I would be loath- to fall into my dream 
again : I will therefore tarry in defpight of the flefli 
and the blood. 

SCENE VL 

Enter a Mejfenger, 

Mejp. Your Honour's players, hearing your 
amendment. 
Are come to play a pleafant Gomedy ; « 
For foyour ooAors hold it very meet, 
Seeing too much fadnefs hath congealM yoiu* blood;: 
And melantholy is the nurfe of mnzy. 
Therefore they thought it good you hear a play,. 
And frame your mind to mirth and merriment ;^ 
Which bars a thoufimd harms, and len^hens life* 

Sly* Marry I will ; let them play ; is It not a 
commodity ? a Chrifimas gambol, or a tumbting 
trick ? 

Lady. No, my good lord, it is more pleafing (hifil 

Sly. What, houihold fhifP? 

Lady. It is a kind of hiilory. 

Sly. Well, we'll fee't. Come, Madam wife, fit by 
my iide, and let tba world flip,, we ihall ne'er, fec^ 
younger. 
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A e T L. SCENE I. 
A Street in Padiia.. 

Flourijb, Enter Lucentio and Tranio# 

Lucentio* 

TLANIO9 fince for the great dcfire I ha<f 
To fee fair Padua, nurfeiy of ans, 
I. am arrivM from fruitful Lombard/, 
The pleafant garden of great Italy j 
And, by my fethcr's love and leave, am armM' 
With his good-will and thy good company ; 
Mod trufty fervant, well approved in all, 
Here let us breathe, and haply inditute 
A oourfe of learning* and ingenious fhidies. 
Pifa, renowned for grave citizens, 
Gave me my being, and my fkther firft, 
A merchant of great traffic through the worlds 
Vinccntio^s come of the Bcntivoli, 
Vincentio his fon f . brought up in Florence, 
It ihall become to-fcrve all hope? conceivM, 
To deck his fortune with his virtuous deeds : 
And. therefore, Tranio, for the time- 1 fhidy, . 
Virtue, and that part of philofophy 
Will I apply, that treats of happinefsi 
By virtue fpecially to be atchiev'd. 
TMl me thy mind, for I have Pifa left, 
And am to Padua come, as he that leaves 

• Lucentio ti here fpeakin? of htmfclf. Wt muft 
certaioly therefore place a foU ftop at the end of the 
fircceduig line, and read iMcentk bis fon^ ftc. Rtvifal. 
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A fliallow plafl] to plunge him^in the deep, 
And with latiety fecks to quench his thiriL 

Tra. M^ pardonato^ gentle mafter mine^ 
I am in a)]r vifftdtd as yourfelf ; 
Glad that you thus continue your refc^ve^ 
To fuck the fweets of fweet philofophy t 
Only, good mailer, \)^hile we do admlrtf 
T^is virtue, and this moral difcipline, 
Let^s be no Stoicks,. nor no- ftocks, I pray^ 
Or fo devote to Ariftoile's checks,. 
As Ovid be an outcaft quite abjurM. 
' Talk logic with ac<|uaintanee that you have,^ 
And practice rhetoric in your common talk; 
Mufic and poefy ufc to auicken you; 
The mathematics, and the metaphyfics. 
Fall to them, as you find your domach ferves you. r 
Ko profit grows where is no pleafure taVn i 
In brief. Sir, fhidy what you moft a^ft. 

JLi^^. Gramcrcies,Tranio, well doft thou ad vifit,. 
if, Biondello, thou wert come aihore. 
We could at once put us in readihefs. 
And take a lodging fit to entertain 
Such frieilids ar time in Padua ihall beget* 
Sut.l^y a while, what company is this? 

tra* Mafter^ fame (hew to welcjome us to town! 

SCENE IL 

jC«/frBapti/!a,.'wiMCatharina and Fianca, Grend* 
andtiontxk&o. Lucentio and^Txzmo fiand by. 

Bap, Gentlemen both,, importune me no farther^. 
For how I firmly am rcfolv'd, you know ; 
That is, not to beftow my youngeft daughter. 
Before I have a huiband for the elder ; 
If either of you both love Catharina, 
Becaufe I know you well, and Uve you well; 
Leave fhall you have to court her at yQiu||deaftim. 

Gre, To cart hec rather.*- She's to«f rbv^h for mm* 
There, there, Hortenfio, wiU you aj)]^ wife ? 

CatA, I pray you, Sir, is it your wj)^ 
To mike a ilale «f sie amongft die» mates? 
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Hor, Mates, maid ! how mean you that > no xnatM 
for you ; 
Unleis you were of gentler^ milder mould. 

Cath. I'faith, Sir, you fhall never need to fean 
I wis it is not halfway to her heart : 
But if it were, doubt not, her care ihall be 
To comb your noddle with a three leggM flool^ 
And paint your face, and ufe you like a fool. 

ikr. From all fuch devils, goodllord deliver us ! 

Gre. And me too, good Lord.. 

Tra. Hufh, mafter, here's fomc good^ 
paflime toward ; 
That wench is ftark mad, or wonderful 
frowairdj 

Luc, But in the other's filence I do fee \ Afide^ 
Maid's mild behavioii||.|gLd fobriety.. 
Peace, Tranio. 

Tra. Well fafd, mafler ; mum^ and gaze 
your fill. J 

Bap. Gientlemen, that 1 may foon make good 
What I have faid, Bianca, get you in ; 
And let it not difpleafe thee, good Bianca; 
For I ^ill love thee ne'er the Icfs, my girl. 

Catk. A pretty peat ! it is beft put finger m the 
eye, an fhe knew why. 

JSian. Siller, content you in my difcontent. 
—Sir,, toyour pleailire humbly I fubfcribe : 
My books and mftruments fball be my company^ 
On them to look, and. pradife by myfelf. 

Luc. Hark, Tranio, thou may'ft hear Minerva 
fpeak. ^ ^ \_Afide. 

Hor, Sjgnior Baptida, will you be fo (bange? 
Sorry aiff I that our good will, eifeds 
Bianca's gr'ief. 

Gre, Why will you mew her up, 
Signior Baptifta,. for this fiend of iiell^ 
And make htr bear the pendnce of her tongue ? 

Bap. Gentlemen, content ye; I am rclblv'd. 

Go in, Bianca. [^Exit Bianca* 

And for I kn^w file taketh moft delight 
In mufic infh-uments, and poetry; 
School-mafters will 1 keep within my houffs^^ 



d by Google 



rf9 The T A I* I N O At. 

Pit to inftrti^ hA> yovsth. If you, H6»f€llfioy 
Or Signior Gremio,- you, know any ftieh, \ , 
Prefer them hkher : fbf tO' cn:nning meii- 
I wiU be very kmd'y and M^ral 
To mine own chzkirent in good hringiHg^tf^ 
And fo fare'well : Catharine, fon insf i^ff 
For I hate more to commune wi^ Mitftcst, [£»/#. 
Cath4 Why, and I ttuft I tfiaygo too, may I 
not ? What, fhaH I be appointed hours, ds itko\ 
belike, I knew not What to talLO^ ssad what to 
leare? h«l lEtciK 

S C E N fi tit 

Cre. Tou may go to the deviPs dam. Your gifts 
fltfe (o good, here i$ none will hoM yOw. Our love 
is not fo great, Hortenfio^ but we may Mow our 
pails together, and faft it fairly out. Our cake'& 
dough on both fides. Farewell. Yet fof the love I 
bear my fweet Bianca, if I can by any means light 
on a fit man to teach her that wherein ihe de- 
lights, I will wifli hitn to her father. 

Hor, So will L Signior Gremio. But a word, I 
pray ; though the nature of our quarrel ftever yc% 
nrcok'd parte, know now, upon advice, it touch- 
cth us both, that we may yet again have accefs to 
•ur fair miftrei's, and be happy rivals in BiancaV 
love, to labour and cflfefl: one thing specially. 

Cre, Whtfi's that, I pray ? 

Hor. Marry, Sir, to get a huiband for hei» fiO^en. 

Gre, A hufband ! a devil. 

Hor, I fay a hufband. 

Gre. I fay a devil.' ^ Think'ft thou, Horfenfio, 
tho' her father be very rich, any man is fo very m 
fool to be married to hell ? 

Hor, Tufh, Gremio ; -tho* it pafs your patience 
and mine to endure her loud alarms, why, xnan^ 
there be good fellows in the world, an^ a man couM 
light on them, would take her with all her fatiks, 
and money enough. 

Ore, I cannot tell ; but I had as lief talee her 
dowry with this condition, to be whip^d at t&* 
higb cxcia every iBoniiBg:. 
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fbr. W9^j fts ypu faff liMre'^ a &mH ckoico 
in room ^^' &it 4Domc, fimre this liar in Jav 
VaIms iis to^idi, k fliall ])e fo ftr fbitk frkndl/ 
maintain^], 'till bjr helping Bapcifta^s eUeft daugh* 
ter to a lidhand, we fet his y«uQgeft free for a 
hufband, and then have to^t afrefli. Sweet Bian* 
«a i happ^ man he his doieJ hfi that runs fafteH 
,get« the ling; how iay you, Siniior Cranio ? 

Gre. I am agreed ; and would I had given him 
the heft horfe in Padua to begin his wooing, that 
would thorough woo her, wed her, and fa«d her^ 
and rid tbe houie of her. Come <m. 

£Exewrt Gremio a»d Horteniio. 

S C £ K £ IV. 

ManenS Tranio and Lucentio. 

TVtf. I pray. Sir, tell me, is it poffible 
That love fhould on a fudden take fuch hold ? 

Lmc. Oh Tranio, 'till I found it to be true, 
I never thousht it poflible or likely. 
But £ee, while idly I flood looking on, 
I found th' efieA of lovp in idlenefs : 
And now in plainnefs do coufefs to thee, 
(That art to roe as fecret, and as dear, 
As Anna to the Queen of Carthage was ;) 
Tranio, I bum, I pine, I periih, Tranio, 
If I atohieve not this young modeft girl. 
Counfel me, Tranio, tor I know thou canfl ; 
Ailift me, Tranio, for I know thou wilt. 

Tra. M after, it is no time to chide you now | 
Affeftion is not rated firom the heart. 
If love hath touchMyou, nought remains but fo %- 
Redime t€ captum fudm qu^as mimmo f . 

* The next line itom Terence, (faewt that we fliould 
read, ** If love hath i^rd you,**— i. e. uken you in hit 
toils, hit neti. Alluding to the csptut eft baket^ of the 
lame author. WarJwrUm, 

f Our author had this line fron Lilly ; which I men* 
tion, that it may not he bcought as An argument of his 
learning. » Jtbt^n* 
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Luc, Gramercy, lad; go forward, this c(Hitents ; 
The reft will comfort, for thy counfers found. 

Tra, Mafter, you lookM fo longly^on the maid. 
Perhaps you mark'd not what's the pith of aU. 
. Luc. 6 yes, I faw fwcet beauty in her face j 
Such as the daughter of Agenor had, 
That made great Jove to humble him to her hand. 
When with his knees he kifsM the Cretan ftrand. 

Tra, Saw you no more ? . mark'd you not how 
iier lifter 
Began to icold, and raife up fuch a ftorm. 
That mortal ears might liardly endure the din ? 

Luc. Tranio, I faw her coral lips to move, 
And with her breath ftie did perfume the air j 
Sacred and fweet was all I faw in her. 

Trh Nay, then 'tis time to ftir him from his trance. 
I pray, awake, Sir ; if you love the maid, 
Bend thoughts and wit t' atchieve her. Thus it 

ftands; 
Her cldeft fifter is fo curs'd and flirewd. 
That till the father rids his hands of her, 
Mafter, your love muft live a maid at home ; 
And therefore has he clofely mew'd her up, 
Becaufe flie fliall not be annoy'd with fuitors. 

Luc. Ah, Tranio, what a cruel father's he ! 
But art thou not advis'd he took fome care 
To get her ciiiining fchoolnjafters t' inftruft her ? 

Tra, Ay, marry am I, Sir j and now 'tis plotted. 

Luc* I have it, Tranio. 

Tra. Mafter, for my hand. 
Both our inventions meet and jump in one. 

Luc. Tell roe thine firft. 

Tra. You will be fchoolmafter, 
And undertake the teaching of the maid : 
That's your device. 

Luc. It is : may it be done ? 

Tra. Not poflible : for wLo fliall bear your part. 
And be in Padua here Vincen tic's Ion, 
Keep houfe, and ply his book, welcome his friends, 
Vifit his countrymen, and banquet them ? 

Luc. Bafta j — ^content tjiee ; for I have it full. 
We have not yet been feen in any houfe. 
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Nor cdn we bediftinguifli'd by our faces, 
QFor mdh or mafter : then it follows thus. 
Thou fhalt be maftet, Tranio, in my itead; 
JCeep hottfe, and port *, and fervants, as I fliould, 
i will fome other be, fome Florentine, 
Some Neapolitan, or meaner man of Pifa. 
"Tis hatched, and fhall be fo. Tranio, at once' ' 
Uncafe thee : take my coloured hat and cloak. 
When Biondello comes, he waits on thee ; 
Sut I will charm him firft to keep hh tongue. 

Tra, So had you need. [They exchange habits. 
In brief, good Sir, iith it your pleafure is, 
And I am tied to be obedient, 
$'or fo your father charg'd me at our parting; 
(^e ferviceable to my ion, quoth he), 
Altho', I think, 'twas In another fenfej 
1 am content to be Lucentio, 
3ecaufe fo well I love Lucentio. 

Luc, Tranio, be fo, becaufe Lucentio loves'; 
And let me be a flave, t' atchieve that maid 
Whofe^fiidden fight hath thralPd my wounded eye, 

E»ter Biondello. 

'Here comes the rogue. Sirrah, where have you 
^>een? 

Bion. Where have I been ? nay, how now, where 
sffk you ? Mafter, has my fellow Tranio floHen your 
cloathsj'or you ftollen his, or both ? pray, what's; 
•the news ? - 

Luc. Sirrah, come hither: 'tis no time to jefls; 
And therefore frameyour manners to the time. 
Your fellow Tranio, here, tQ fave my life, 
^uts my apparel and my countenance on, 
And I, tor my efcape, have. put on his : 
For in a quarrel, fince I came afliore, 
♦I kill'd a man, and fear I am defcry'd. 
"Wait you on him, I charge you, • as becomejr-; 
While I make way from hence to lave my life> 
'You underfta'nd me ? 

' Bion, Ay, Sir, 4ie^er a whit,^ 



• Port 1$ figure, (ho'it, appeartmcc* 
"Vol. Ilf. <i 
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Luc, And not a jot of Tranio in your mouth; 
Tranio is changM into Lucentio. 

Bion, The better for him : 'would I wcr6 fo too. 
- Tra, So would I, i' faith, boy, to have the next 
vlfh after ; that Lucentio, indeed, had Baptilla's 
youngeft daughter. But, lirrah, not for my fake, 
but your maker's, I advifc you, ufe your manners 
difcreetly in all kind of companies : when I am 
alone, why, then I am Tranio ; but in all places 
elfe, your mafter Lucentio. 

Luc. Tranio, let's go. One thing more reds, 
that thyfelf execute^ to make one among thefc 
wooers. If thou alk me why, fufficeth my reafong 
are both good and weighty, £Exe»nL 

SCENE 'V. 
Before Hortenfio'j Houfe, in Padua. 

^ Enter Petruchio and Grumio. 

Pet, Verona, for a while I take my leave. 
To fee my friends in Padua ; but of all. 
My beft beloved and approved friend, 
Hortcnfio ; and, I trow, this is the houfcf 
Here, (irrah Grumio, knock, I fay. 

Gru. Knock, Sir? whom fhouldlknock? is there 
any man has rebus'd your Worfhip ? 

Pet. Villain, I fav, knock me here foundly. 

Gru. Knock you here, Sir ? why, Sir, what an 
I, Sir, 
That I fliould knock you here, Sir. 

Pet. Villain, I fay, knock me at this gate. 
And rap me well ; or I'll knock your knave's pate. 

Gru. My mader is grown quarrelfome : I fhould 
knock you firft. 
And then I know after who comes by the worft. 

Pet, Will it not be ? 
Faith, firrah, an you'll not knock, I'll ring it ; 
:I'll try how you can/o/, /a, and fing it. 

{He 'wrings him by the ears* 

Gru, Hdp, mflfters, help ; my mafter is mad. 
^'Pet. Now Vfioc^y when I bxdyoa: ilrrah, viUain! 
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E flier Hortenfio. 

Hor. How now, what's the matter ? my old friend 
Grumio, and my good friend Petruchio \ how do 
you all at Verona ? 

I Pit. Signior Hortenfio, come you to part the fray ? 
Con tutto il cor By ben trovatOj may I lay. 

Hor. Ma noftra cafa ben venutOj molto honorato 
Signor mio Peiruchio. 
Rife, Grumio, rife.; we will compound this quarrel. 

Gru. Nay, 'ris no matter what he leges in Latin. 
If this be not a lawful caufe for me to leave hia 
fervice, look you, Sir ; he bid me knocjc him, and 
rap him foundly, Sir. Well, was it fit for a Ser- 
vant to }ife his mafter fo, being, perhaps, for aught. 
I fee, two and thirty, a pip out ? 
Whom, Would to God, I had well khockM at firfl, 
Then had not Grumio come by the wor/h 

Pet. A fenfelefs villain ! Good Hortenfio, . 

1 bid the rafcal knock upon your gate, 

And could not get him for my heart to do it. 

Gru, . Knock at the gate ? O Heavens ! fpake you 
not thefe. words plain ? Sirrah, knock me here, rap 
ma here,i.knock-me Well, and knock me foundly : 
and come you now with knocking at the gate ? 

Pet, Sirrah, be g;one, or talk not, I advife you. 

Hor, Peirudiio, patience ; I am Grumio's pledge. 
Why, this is a heavy chance 'twixt him and you, 
Your ancient, trufhr, pleafant fervant Grumio ; 
And tell me now, iweet friend; what happy gale 
Blows you to Padua here, from pld Verona ? 

Pet, Such wind as fcatters young men through 
the world . 
Tb fcek their- fortunes farther than at home. 
Where fmall experience grows. But, in a few, 
Signior ^ortenfio, thus it (lands with me : 
Antonio my father is deceasM ; 
And I have thrufl myfelf into this maze, 
Haply to wive and thrive, as beft I may : 
Crowns in my purfe I have, and goods at home, 
And fo am come abroad to fee the world. 

Hor. B^truchip, ihall I then come roundly to thee^ . 
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And Y/ifli thee to a fhrewd ill-favourM wife ? 
Tbou'dft thank me but a little for tny counfel ; 
And yet, IMl promile thce^ (he fliail be rich, 
And. very rich : but thouVt too much my friend^ 
And I'll not wifli thee to her. 

Pet, Signior HcHtcnfio, 'twixt fudi friends as viB 
Few words lutEce ; and therefore if you know 
One rich enough to be Petruchio's wife ; 
(As wealth is burden of my wooing dance) ; 
Be file as foul as was Florentius' love, 
As old as Sibyl, and as cursM and jfhrewd 
As Socrates* Xantippe, or a worfe, 
She moves me not ; or not removes, at Icatft, 
-\ffeftion's edge in me. Were fhe as rough 
As are the fwelling Adriatic fcas, 
I come to wive it wealthily in Padua : 
If wealthily, then happily, in Padua, 

Gru, Nay, look you, Sir, he tells you flatly what 
his mind is : why, give him gold enough, .and mar- 
ry him lo a puppet, or an aglet-baby, or an o^ 
trot with ne'er a tooth in her head, tho' fhc hart 
as many difeafes as two and fifty horfes ; why^ no- 
thing cojnes amifs, fo money comes withal. 

Hor. Petruchio, fince we have flep'd thus far iO| 
I will continue that I broach'd in jeft, 
I, can, Petruchio^ help thee to a wife 
With wealth enough, and young and beauteous ; 
Brought up as beft becomes a gentle womai^ 
Her only fault, and that is fault enough, 
Is, that ihe is hitolerably curs'd ; 
And (hrewd, and forward, fo beyond all me^tire, 
That, were my ftate far worfer than it is, 
I would not wed her for a mine of gold. 

Pet. Horteniio, peace ; thou know^ not gold^ 
efFeft; 
Tell me her father's name, and *tis enough : 
For I will board her, iho' ihe chide as loud 
As thunder, when the clouds in Autumn crack. 

Hor. Her father is Baptifta MinoU^ 
An adable and courteous gentleman ; 
Her name is Catharina Minolo^ 
Renown'd hi Padua for her fcoldlng tongue* 
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Pet, I know her father, tho' I know not her| 
And he knew my deceafed father well. 
I will not fleep, Hortenfio, 'till I fee her ; 
And therefore let me be thus bold with yoUy 
To give you over at this firft encounter,, . 
Unlefs you will accompany me thither. 

Gru. I pray you, Sir, let him go while the hu-^ - 
mour lafts. O' my word, an' Ihe knew him as well 
as I do, ihe would think fcolding would do little 
good upon him. She may, perhaps, call him half 
a fcore knaves, or fo : why, that's nothing ; an' he 
begin once, he'll rail — in his rope-tricks (I'll tell 
you what, Sir) an' fhe fland him but a little, he 
will throw a figure in her face, and fo disfigure her 
with it^ that me fhall have no more eyes to fee . 
wkhal than a cat. You know him not, Sir. 

Hor, Tarry, Petruchio, I muft go with thee, 
For in Baptifta's houfe my treafure is ': 
He hath the jewel of my life in hold, 
His youngefl daughter, beautiful Bianca ; 
And her with->holds he from me, and others more • 
Suitors to her, and rivals in my love ; . 
Siippoflng it a thing impollible, . 
For thofe defers I have before reliears'd, . 
That ever Gatharina will be woo'd ; 
Therefore this order haih Baptifta ta'en. 
That none fhall- have accefs unto Bianca, 
•Till Catharinethc curs'd have got a hufband. . 

Gru» Catharine the cars'd ? 
A title for a maid of all titles the worA ! 

Hor. Now /hall ray friend Petruchio do me grace^-. 
And offer me, difguis'd in fober robes, v 
To old Baptifla as a fchool^mafler, 
W^U feen in mufic^ to inflruift Bianca j . 
Thatfo I may by this device, at leaft. 
Have leave and leifure to make. love to her; 
And, unfufpected, court her by herfelf. 

S C E; N E. VL 

Enter Gremio, and Lucentio difguis*d. 
CV«».Here^8 qo knavery 1 fee, to beguile the old i 
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folks, how the young folks lay their heads toge- 
ther. Mafter, look about you: who goes there ? ha I 

Hot. Peace, Grumid, ^tis the rival of my love, 
Peiruchio, fland by a while. 

Cru, A proper (Iripling, and an amorous.—- 

Cre. O, very well 5 I have perus'd the note. 
Hark you, Sir, I'll have them very fairly bound, 
Ali books of love ; fee that, at any hand ; 
And fee you read no other leftures to her : 
You underftand me — over and befide 
Sigilior Baptifla's liberality, 

I'll mend it with a largefs. Take your papers too. 
And let them have them very well perfumM ; 
For fhe is fweeter than perfume itfelf, 
To whom they go ; what will you read t© her ? 

Luc. Whatc'er I read to her, I'll plead for you. 
As for my patron, ftand you fo afliired; 
As firmly as yourfelf were ftiU in place ; 
Yea, and, perhaps, with more fuccefsfiil words 
Than you, unlets you were,a fcholar, Sir. 

Gre. Oh this learning, what a thing it is ! 

Gru. O this woodcock, what an afs it is !— 

Pet. Peace, firrah. 

Hor, Grumio, mum! God fave you, Signior 
Gremio. 

Gre. And you arc weD met, Signior" Hortenfio. 
Trow you whither I am going > to Baptifla Mi- 
nola ; I promifed to enquire carefully about a 
fchool-mafter for the fair Bianca; and by good 
fortune I have lighted well on this young man, for 
learning and behaviour fit for her turn, well read 
in poetry, and other books; good ones,. I- war- 
rant ye. 

Hor. 'Tis well ; and I have met a gentlemaii| 
Kath promis'd me to help me to another, 
A fine mufirfan to infh-uft our n iftrcfs j 
So /hall I no whit be behind in duty 
To fair Bianca, fo belov'd of me. 

Gre. Belov'd of me, and that my deeds fliaH 

prove. 

Gru. And that his bags fhall prove. 

H r. Gremioy 'tit now no tmx to v ent our love* 
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Liflen to me ; and, ifyou fpeak me fair, 
1*11 tell you n^ws indiirererit good' for either. 
Here is a gentleman- whom by chance I met. 
Upon agreement from us to his likmg. 
Will undertake to wooe cursM Catharine ; 
Yea, and to marry her, if her dowry pleale. 

Gre, So faid, fo done, is well, 

Hortcnlio, have rou told him all her faults ? 

Pet, I know ihe is an irkfome brawling fcold j 
If that be all, mafters, I hear no harm. 

Gre. No, fayeft me fo, friend ? what countryman? 

Pet, Bom in Verona, old Antonio's fon ; 
My father's dead, my fortune lives for me, 
Aiid I do hope good days and long to fee. 

Gre, Oh, Sir, fuch a life, with fuch a wife, \<rere 
ftrange ; 
But if you have a ftomach, to't, o* God?s name j 
You fhall have me affifting you in all. 
Bat will you wooe this wild cat ? 

Pet. Will I live ? 

Gru, Will he wooe her ? ay, or I'll hang her* ' 

Pet, Why came I hither, but to that' intent > 

£hink you a little din can dauht my ears ? 
ave I not in my time heard lions roar ? 
Have I not lieard the fea, puflPd up with winds. 
Rage like an attgry boar, chafed with fweat ? 
Have I not heard great ordnance in the field ? 
And heavVs aftillery thunder in the Ikies ? 
Have I not in a pitched battle heard 
Loud larums, neighingdeeds, and trumpets clangue ? 
And do you tell me of a woman's tongue. 
That gives not half fo great a blow to th' car, 
As will a cheimu in a farmer's fire ? 
Tufli, tufh, fear boys with bugs. 

Gru, For he fekrs none.— < — 

Gre, Hortenfio, hark : 
.This ffentleman is happily arriv'4, 
My mind prefumes for his own good and our9« 

Hart . I promis'd we would be contributors. 
And bfear his charge of wooing whatfoc'er. , 

Gre, And fo we will, provided that he win her. 

Gru, 1 would X were as fure of a good tanner. 
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SCENE VII. 

To them Tranio bravely apparelled^ and Biondeflo;. 

Tra, Gentlemen, God fave you. If I may b^ 
bold, tell me, I befeech you, which is the readleft 
way to tTie houfe of Signior Baptifta Minola ? 
. Bion, He that has the two fair daughters ? is'r 
he you mean ? / 

Tra. Even he, Biondello. 

Gre, Hark you. Sir, you mean not her, to 

Tra, Perhaps him and her ; what have you to do > 

Pet* Not her that chides. Sir, at any hand,. I prayu 

Tra. I love no chiders, Sir : Biondello, let's away* 

Luc, Well begun, Tranio. 

Hor. Sir,, a word, ere you go : 
Are you a fuitor to the maid you talk of, yea or no ^ 

Tra, An' if I be, Sir, is it any offence ? 

Gre, No ; if without more words you will gets 
you hence. 

Tra, Why, Sir, I pray, are not the ftreets as free 
For me, as for you ? 

Gre, But fo is not flie. 

Tra. For what reafon, I befeech you ? 

Ore, For this reafon, if youll know. 
That file's the choice love of Signior Gremio. 

Hot, That file's the chofen of Signior Hortenfio- . 

Tra. Softly, my marfers : if you be gentlemen^ . 
Do me this right ; hear me with patience. 
Bai^^tifta is a noble gentleman, 
To whom my father is pot all unknown ; 
And were his daughter fairer than fhe is, 
She may more fuitors have, and me for one. 
Fair Leda's daughter had a thoufand wooers ; ^^ 
Then well one more may fair Bianca have, 
And fo fhe fliall. Lucentio fhall make one, 
Tho' Paris came, in hope to fpeed alone, 

Gre. What, this gentlemai\ will out-talk us all h 
Luc. Sir, give him head ; I knolv he'll prove a . 

jade. 
Pet, Hortenfio, f what end ar6 all thefe words? - 
. Hot. Sir, let ine be fo bold as .to afk you, . . 
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Did you yet ever fee Baptifta's dau.Erbrer? 

Tra, No, Sir ; but hear I do that he ha'^h two ; 
The one as famous for a fcolding tongue, 
As the' other is for beauteous modefty. 

Pet. Sir, Sir, the firfl's for me ; let her go bv. 

Gre. Vea, leave that labour to great Hercules j 
And let it be more than Alcides* twelve. 

Prt Sir, underftand you this of me, infooth : 
The youngeft daughter, whom you hearken for. 
Her fatiier keeps from all accefs of fuitorSj 
And will not promife her to any man, 
Until the eldeft fifter firft be wed ; 
The younger then is free, and not before. 

Tra. If it be fo, Sir, that you are the matt 
Mufl fleed us all, and me amongft the reft ; 
And if you break the ice, and do this feat, 
Atchkve the elder, fet the younger free 
For our accefs ; whofe hap (hail be to have her. 
Will not fo gracelefs be, to be ingrate. 

Hor. Sir, you fay well, and well you do conceive i 
And finc^ you do profefs to be a fuitor, 
You muft, as we do, gratify this geiitleman. 
To whom we all reft generally beholden. 
. Tra. Sir, I fhall not be ifeck ; in fign whereof, 
Pleafe ye we may convive this afternoon, 
And ouaif caroufes to our miftrefs' health ; 
And ao as adverfaries do in law, 
Strive mightily, but eat and drink as friends. 

Cru, Bion. O excellent motion 1 fellows, let's be 
gone. 

Hdr. TliA motion's good indeed, and be it fo, 
Petruchio, I fhall be your ben venuto. [^ExeunU 
[The prefenters above fpeak here, 

I Man. My Lordj you nod-, you do not mind thi 



Sly. Yea^ by St Ann^ do L A good mattery furtr- 
ly ! —Comes there any more cf it ? ' 

Lady. My Lord^ Uis but begun. 

Sly. T/j a very excellent piece of v/ork^ Madam- 
lady. Wotild ^twere done /— . 
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A C T II. S C E N E L 

Baptifta*s Noufe in Padua. . 

Unter Catharina nnd Blanca*.. 
Bianca. . 

C** Ood.fifter, wrong mc not, jior wrong yourfd^;. 
' To make a bomlriijaid and a flave of me f . 
That I difdain : but for thefe other gawds^ . 
Unbind my hands, I'litpuU them off myfclf; 
Yea, all my raiment, to- my petticoat, 
Or what you will command me, will I dp ; 
So well I know my duty to my elders. 

Cath, Of all thy fuitors here, I charge thee, tctt 
"Whom thou lov'fVbefl: fee, ..thou diflemble not< 

Bian, Believe me, fifler, .of all men alive 
J never yet beheld thatc^fpecial face. 
Which I could fancy more than, any other. 

Cath, Minion, thou lied ;. is't not Hortenfio ? 

Bian, If you a£kS. him,.iifter^ here I fwear, 
r]t plead for you myfelf, but you^ihal^ have JiiHi^ 

Cath. Oh, then, belike, you fancy riches more; . 
You will have Gremio, to keep^you fair. 

Bian. Is it for him you do fo envy, me? 
Kay, then you jcft; and now, I well perceive, . 
ypu have but jeded with me all this while | 
J pr'ythee, (ifler Kate, untie my hands. 

C^th. If that be jeft, then all the reft was fo. 

[Strikes her*- 

Enter Baptiib, 

Bap. Why, how now, dame, whence grows this 

infolence? 
Bianca, (land afide $ poor girl, ihe weeps ; 
Go ply the needle, meddle not with her. ^ 
£pr (hamct thou hilding of a devilifh fpirir, 
Why doft thou wrong her, that did jie'^r wron^ 

thee ? 
Whea didjhe.crols thee with a. bitter wor4? 
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Catk, Her filence flouts me ; and I'll be revengM. 

IFlies after Bianca, 

Bap, What, in my fight ?— Bianca, get thee in. 

lExii Bianca, . 

Cath. Wdl you not fuifer me? hay, now I lee 
She is your treaiure ; fhe muft have a hufband j 
I muft dafice bare -foot on her wedding day, 
And, for >our love to her, lead apes in hell. 
Talk not to me, I will go fit and weep, 
*Till I can find oocafion of revenge. [£.v// Cath» 

JSap, Was ever gentleman ihus ^ricv'd as I ? 
But who comes here ? 

S C E N E ir. 

Eftfer Gremio, Lutentio ift the ha^t of a mean man; 
Petruchi?) with Uortenfio, liha muliciau-, Tranio 
fl«J Biondello bearing a lute and hooks. ' 

Gre. Good morrow, neighbour Baptifta. 
, Bap. Good morrow, neighbour Gremio. Go<f 
fave you, gentlemen. 

Pet. And you, good Sir. Pray, have you not a 
daughter call'd Gatharina, fair atld virtuous ? 

Bap. I have a daughter, Sir, call'd Gatharina. 

Gre. You are too blunt; go to it orderly. 

Pet. You wrong me, Signior Gremio, give me 
leave. 
I «m a gentleman of Verona, Sir, 
That hearing of her beauty and her wit, 
Her affability and bafhful modefty, 
fler wondrous qualities, and mild behaviour, 
Am ^old to (hew myfelf a forward gueil 
"Within your houfe, to make mine eye the witnefi 
Of that report which I fo oft have heard. 
And, for an entrance to my enrertainmenr, 

[Prejentin^ Hortenfie, 
I do prefent you with a man of mine, 
Cunning in mufic and the mathematics, 
To inftrua her fully in thofe fciences, 
Whweof, I know, <lie is not ignorant: 
Accept of him, or clfe von do me wrongs 
•His-xidune 4s Licio^ bom in Mantua. 
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JSap. You're welcome, Sir, and be for your good 
fiike^ 
Put ^or my daughter Catharina, this I know^ 
^he is noi for your turn ; the morc's my grief. 

P. /. i iee you do not mean to part with her-; 
Or tlfe you like not of my company. 

Biffi, Mi Hake me not, f fpeak but what I find. 
Whence arc \ou. Sir ? what may I call your name f 

Pet. Peirucrio is my name, Antonio's fon, 
" A n an well kno.vn ihroughout all Italy. 

Bap, I know him well t you are welcome for his 
fake. 

Gre, Saving your tale. Petruchio, I pray, let us, 
that are poor petitioners, fpeak too. Baccalare\\ 
y ou arc marvellous for war ci. 

Pet. Oh, pardon me, Signior Gretnio, I would 
fain be doing, 

Gre, I doubt it not, Sir j but you will carfe your 

wooing. ^- 

Nelghbour, this is a gift very grateful, I am-fure of 
"it. To exprefs the like kindnefs myfclf, that have 
been more kindly beholden to you than any, free 
leave give to this young fcholar, that hath been 
Jong ftudying at Rheims, [Prefenti»g Lucentio.] as 
' cunning in Greek, Latiii, and other languages, as 
the other in mufic and mathematics 5 his name is 
Cambio ; pray, accept his fervke. 

Bap. A thoufand thanks, Signior Gremio : wcK 
come, good Cambio. But, gentle Sir, methinks 
you walk like a ftranger ; [To Tranio.] may I be 
fo bold to .know the caufe of your coming ? 

Tra, Pardon me« Sir, the boldnefs is mine own> 
That, being a ftranger in .this city here, 
Do make myfelf a fuitor to your daughter, 
Unto Bianca, fair and virtuous. 
'Nor is your firm refolve unknown to rae, 
In the preferment of the eldeft fifter. 
This liberty is all that I requeft ; 
That, upon knowledge of my parentage, 
i may liave welcome^mongft tiie reft that woo, 

t i. e, Tkou aiTQsant, prerumptHOiu man* JUaRsoh 
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And free acceis and favour as the red. 

And, toward the education of your daughters, 

I here beflow a fimpie inflrunient. 

And this fmall packet of Greek and Latin books :^ 

If you accept them, then their worth is great. 

[Thiy greet privately. 

Bup. Lucentio is your name ? of whence I pray ? 

Trc^, Of Pifa, Sir, fon to Vincentio. 

Bap, A mighty man of Pifa j by report 
I know him wcllj you are very welcome. Sir. 
Take you the lute, and you the fet of books, 

• • p'o Hortenfiovi;/rf Lucentio. 

You /hall go fee your pupils prefcntJy. 
Holla, within ! *— 

Enter a Sjrvatrt. 

Sirrah, lead theib gentlemen 

To my two daughters; and then tell them both, 

Thefe are their tutors, bid them ufe them well. 

fExit Servant TVit/i Hortciifio ami Lucentio. 
go walk a little in the orchard. 
And then to dinner. You are palling welcome, 
And fo I pray you all to think yourfelves. 

Pet, Signior Baptifta, my bufmefs alketh hafte, 
And every day I cannot come to wooe. 
You knew my father well, and in him me. 
Left folely heir to all his lands and goods. 
Which I have barier'd, rather than dccreasM; 
Then tell me, if I get your daughter's love, 
What dowry ihall I have with her to wife ? 

Bap, After my death the one half of my lands } 
And m poilcflion twenty thoufand crowns. 

Pet, And for that dowry I'll aifure her of 
Her widowhood, be it that (lie furvive me. 
In all my lands, and leafes whatlbever : 
Let fpecialties be therefore drawn between us, 
That covenants may be kept on either hand. 

Bap, Ay, when the fpecial thing is well obtain'J, 
That is, her love ; for that is all in all. 

Pet, Why, that is nothing ;-for I tell yoii, fatheri 
I am as peremptory as llie proud- minded. 
And where two raging fires meet together^ 

Vol. IU. R 
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They do confiime die thing that feeds their fury : 
Tho' little fire grows great with little wind. 
Yet extreme gufts will blow out fire and all : 
So I to her, and (o fhe yield* to me, 
For I am rough, and wooe not like a babe. 

Bap. Well may'ft thou wooe, and happy be thy 
fpeed ! 
But be thou arm'd for fome unhappy words. 

PeU Ay, tt) the probf, as mountains are for windSf 
That fiiake not, tho' they blow perpetqaHy. 

SCENE IIJ. 
Enter Hortenfio ivith his head hroks. 

Bap. How now, my friend, why dofl thou look 
fo pale ? 

Hor. For fear, I promife you, if I look pale. 

Bap. What, will my daughter prove a good 
mufician ? 

Hor. I think fhe'll fooner prove a foldier^ 
Iron may hold with her,- but never lutes. 

Bap. Why, then thou canft not break her to the 
lute ? 

Hor. Whr, no ; for fhe hath broke the lute to 
I did but tefl her fh^ miftook her frets, [me. 

And bow'd her hand to teach her fingering. 
When with a mofl impatient devilifh fpirit. 
Frets call you them ? nuoth (he : I'll fume with them. 
And with that word me fh-uck me on the head. 
And through the infbument my pate made way. 
And there I flood amazed for a while. 
As on a pillory, looking through the lute ^ 
While file did call me rafcal, £dler, 
And twangling Jack, with twenty fuch vile tenns. 
As fhe had (ludied to mifufe me fo. 

Pet. Now, by the world, it is a lufty wench ; 
I love her ten times more than e'er I did-; 
Oh, how I long to have fome chat with her! 

Bap. Well, go with me, and be notfo difcomfite4. 
Proceed ;n praftice with my younger daughter. 
She's apt to learn, and thankful for good turns. 
Signior Petruchio> will you go with ua;, 
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Or fhall I fend my daughter Kate to you > 
Peti I pray you do. I will attend her here, 

\^Exit Bap. 'witk Grem. Horten. and Tra. 
And wooe her with iomt Tpirit when Ihe comes. 
Say that flie rail j why, then I'll tell her plain, 
She fings as fweetly as a nightingale : 
Say that Ibe frowns ; I'll iay Ihe looks a!s clear 
As morning rofes newly waih'd with dew : 
Say fhe be mute, and will not fpeak a wor<d ; 
Theti m commend her vohibihty, 
And fay ille^lttereth piercing eloquence. 
If (he do bid roe pack, I'll give her thanks. , 
As tho' flie bid me Hay by her a week : 
If file deny to wed, I'll crave the day 
When I mall alk the banns, and when be married. 
But here fhe comes; and now, Petruchio^fpeak. 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Catharina. 

Good morrow, Kate ; for that's your name, I hear. 
Cath, Well hafve you heard, but fomething hard 
of hearing. 
They call me Catharine^ that ido talk of me. 
Pet, You lie, in faith, for you are call'd plain 
Kate. 
Md bonny Kate, and fbmetimes Kate the curfl : 
But Kate, the prettieft Kate in Chriftendom, 
Kate of Kate-haU, my fuper-dainty Kate, 
(For dainties are'all Gates) and therefore Kate, 
Take this of me, Kate of my confolation I 
Hearipg thy mildnefs prais'd in every town. 
Thy virtues fpoke of, and thy beauty founded, 
Yei not fo deeply as to thee belongs, 
Mylelf am mov'd to wooe thee for my wife. 
Catk, Mov'd ? — r-in good time— -let him that 
mov'd you hither 
■ Remove you h'ence ; 1 knew you at the firft 
You were a moveable. 

Pet, Why, what's a moveable ? 
Cath. A join'd ftool. 
Pet, Thou halt hit it ; come^. fit on me* 
R 2 
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Catk. Afles are made to bear, and fo are you. 

Pet. Women. are made to bear, and fo are you. 

Cat/t. No fuch jade, Sir, as you ; if me you mean. 

Pet, Alas, good Kate, I will not burden thee \ 
For knowing thee to be but young and light—- 

Cath. Too light for fuch a fwain as you to catch; 
And yet as heavy as my weight fhould be. 

Pet. Should bee ;■ fhould buz,' 

Catk, Well ta'en, and like a buzzard. 

Pet. Oh, flow-wing'd turtle, fhall a buzzard 
. take thee ? - * . 

Cath. Ay, for a turtle, as he takes a buzzard. 

Pet. Come, come, you wafp, i* faith you are too 
angry. 

Caih. If I be wafpifli,. bed beware my fling. 

Pet. My remedy is then to pluck it out. 

Caih. Ah, if the fool could find it where it lyes» 

Pet. Who knows not where a wafp doth wear 
In his tail. — [his (ting ? 

Cath. In his tongue. 

Pet. Whoie tongue ? 

Cath. Yours, if you talk of 4ails; and fo fare* 
well. » 

Pet. What with my tongue in your tail ? nay^ 
come again. 
Good Kate, I am a gentleman. 

Cath. That Til try. [She fir ikes him. 

Pet. I fwcar V\l cuff you, if you ftrike again. 

Cath. So may you lofe your arms. 
If you flrike me, you are no gentleman ; 
And if no gentleman, why then, no arms. 

Pet. A herald, Kate ? oh, put me in thy books. 

Cath. What is your creft, a coxcomb ? 

Pet. A comblefs cock, fo Kate will be ray heiu 

Cath. No cock of mine, you crow too like a craven. 

Pet. Nay, come, Kate; come, you mu ft not look 
fo four. 

Cath. It is my fafhion when I fee a crab. 

Pet. Why here's no crab, and therefore look not 
fo four. 

Cath. There is, there is. 

Pet. Then ihew it me. 
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Cath* Had I a glafs, I would. 

Pet, What, you mean my face ? 

Catk, Well aim'd of luch a young one.— — 

Pet, Now by St George, I am too young for you. 

Cath. Yet you are withered. 

Pet, 'Tis with cares. 

Cath, I care not. 

Pet, Nay, hear you, Kate; in footh, you 'fcapc 
not fo. 

Catk, I chafe you if I tarry ; let me go. 

Pet, No, not a whit ; I fiiid you palling gentle : 
'Twas told me you were rough, and coy, and 

fuUen, 
And now I find Report a very liar ; 
For thou art plealant, gamefome, palling courteous, 
But flow in (peech, yet fwcet as I'prmg-time flowers. 
Thou canfl not frown, thou canft not look alcance, 
Nor bite the lip, as angry wenches will ; 
Nor haft thou plealure to be crol's in talk : 
But thou with mildnet's enterta'm'ft thy wooers 
With gentle conference, loft and aifable. 
Why 'doth the world report that Kate doth limp ? 
Oh fland'rous world ! Kate, like the hazel- twig, 
Is ftrait and flender j and as brown in hue 
As hazel-huts, and i'weeter than the kernels. 
O, let me fee thee walk ; thou doft not halt. 
- Cath, Go, fool, and whom thou keep'ft cominand. 

Pet, Did ever Dian fo become a grove. 
As Kate this chamber with her princely gait ? 
O, be thou Dian, and let her be Kate ; 
And then let Kate be chafte^ and Dian fportful \ — 

Cath, Where did you itudy all this goodly fpeech ? 
Pet^ It is extempore, from my mother-wit. 
Cath, A witty mother, witlels elTe her fon, 
. Pet. Am I not wife ? 

Cath* Yes ; keep you warm. 
Pet. Why, fo I mean, fweet Catliarine, in thy 
bed : 
And therefore felting all this chat afide, 
T^hus in plain terms : your father hath confented 
That you lliaiibe m/ wife ; your dowry greed onj 
And, will yoU) nill you, I wUl uiarry you. 
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Now, Kate, I am a hu(hand for your turn; 
For by this light, whereby I fee thy beauty, 
(Thy beauty, that doth make me like thee well j) 
Thou muft be married to no man but me. 
For I am he am born to tame you, Kate ; 
And bring you from a wild cat to a Kate, 
Conformable as other houfliold Kates. 
Here comes your father ; never make denial f 
1 mud and will have Catharine to my wife. 

SCENE V. 

Enter Baptlda, Gremio, and Tranio.r 

Bap^ Now, Signior . Petruchio, how (peed you 
with my daughter ? 

Pet. How but well'. Sir ? how but well ? 
It were impollible I ihould fpeed amifs. 

Bap, Wny, how now, daughter Catharine, in 
your dumps ?" 

Catk, Call you me daughter > now^ I promife you^ 
You've fhcw'd a tender fatherly regara,' 
To wiili me wed to one half lunatic ; 
A madcap ruffian, and a {"wearing Jack, 
That thinks with oaths te face the matter out. 

Pet, Father, 'tis thus; yourfelf and all the work^ . 
That talk'd of her, have talk'd amifs of her : 
If Ihe be curft, it is for policy ; 
For flie'^ not froward, but modcft as the dove : 
She is not hot, but temperate as the mom ; 
For patience, fhe will prove a fccond Griifel, 
And Roman Lucrece for her chaftity. ' 
And, to conclude, we've greed fo well together, 
That upon Sunday is the wedding-day. 

Catfi, 111 fee thee hang'd on Sunday, firft. 

Cre. Hark, Petruchio! Ihe fays fhe'll fee thee 
hang'd firft. 

Tra. Is this your fpeeding ?. nay, then, goodnight,, 
our part ! 

Pet,, Be patient. Sirs, I chufe her for myfelfj 
If file and I be pleas'd, what's that to you ? 
rris bargain'd 'tn ixt us twain, bcinjj alone,. 
That Ihe ihall flili be curd in company. 
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I tell you, 'tis incredible to beHeve 
How mueh file lovea me ; oh, the kindeft Kate ! — 
She hung about my neck, and kifs on kifs 
She vy'd (o faft, protelling oath on oath, 
That in a twink flic won mo to her love. 
Oh, you are novices ; 'tis a world to fee 
How tame, (when men and women are alone) 
A raeaceck wretch can make the curlleft flirew. 
Give me thy hand, Kate, I will unto Venice, 
To buy apparel 'gainft the wedding-day. 
Father, provide the feaft, and bid the gucfts ; 
I will be fure my Catharine ihall be fine. 

Bap, I know not what to fay, but give your hands; 
God fend you joy, Pctruchio ! 'tis a match. 

Gre, Tra, Amen, fay we j Ave will be witneiles. 

Pet, Father, and Wife, and gentlemen^ adieu; 
I will to Venice, Sunday comes apace. 
We will have rings and things, and fine array ; 
And kiis me, Kate, we will be married o' Sunday. 
[Ex» Petruchio and Catharine federally. 

S C E N . E VI. 

GrCk Was ever match clapt up fo fuddenly? 

^flp. Faith, gentlemen, I play a merchajw's party 
And venture madly on a defperate mart. 

Tra, 'Twas a commodity lay fretting by you j 
Twill bring you gain, or periflv on the feas. 

Bap, The gain I fcek is auiet in the match. 

Gre, No doubt but he hatn got a quiet catch* 
But now, Baptifta, to your younger daughter; 
Now is the day we long have looked for : 
I am your neighbour, and was fuitor firft. ' 

Tra, And I am one that love Bianca more 
Than words can witnefs, or your thoughts can guefs. 

Gre, Youngling ! thou caiift not love fo dear as I. 

Tra, Grey-beard ! tly love doth freeze. 

Gre, But thine doth fry. 
Skipper, (land back^ 'tis age that nourifheth. 

Tra, But .youth, in ladies' eyes^ that flouriiheth.. 

Bap, Content you, gentlemtn, I will compound 
this Ihrife : 
nris deeds muXt win the prize ; and he,, of botb,- 
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That can aflure my daughter grcateft dower, 

Shall have Bianca's love. ■ 

Say, Signior Gremio, what can you ailiirc her ? 

Gre, Firft, as you know, my houfe within the city 
Is richly furniflied with plate and gold, 
Bafons and ewers to lav« her dainty Hands :- 
My hangings all of Tyrian tapeftryj 
In ivory coffers I have ftuft my crowns ; 
In cyprefs chelb my arras, counterpoints^ 
Cofuy apparel, tents and canopies. 
Fine linen, Turkey cuihions bols'd with pearl 7. 
Valance of Venice gold in needle -work ; 
Pewter and brafs, and all things that belong 
To houfe or houfe-keeping : then,- at my farm^ 
I have a hundred milch-kine to the pail, 
Sixfcore fat oxen ftanding in my flails ; 
And all things anl'werable to this portion. 
Myfelf am llruck in years,. I muA confefs, 
And if I die to-morrow, this is hers j 
If, whilft I live, fhe will be only mine. 

Tra. That only czxne well in Sir, lill to me^ 

I am my father's heii*; and only fon j 

If I may have your daughter to my wife,. 

ni leave her houfes three or four as good. 

Within rich Pi fa walls, as any one 

Old Signior Gremio has in Padua j 

Befidcs two thoufand ducats by the year 

Of fruitful land ; all which fhall be her jointure* 

What, have I pinch'd you, Signior Gremio ? 

Gre, Two thoufand ducats by the year of land!' 
My land amounts but to lb much in all : 
That Ihe fliall have, befides an ArgoHe 
That now is lyi«g in Marfeilles^s road. 
What, have I choakt you with an Argofie ? 

Tra, Gremio, 'tis known my father hath no left 
Than three great Argofies, befides two gaUiailes, 
And twelve tight gallies ; thefe I will allure her. 
And twice as much, whate'er thou offer 'ft next. 

Gre. Nay, f have offer'd all; I have no more;. 
And (he can have no more than all X have : 
If you like me, fhe ihdM have ms and mine* 
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Tra, Why, then the maid is mine from all the 
world, 
By your firm promifc 5 Gremio is out- vied. 

Bap, I muft confefs your offer is the beft; 
And let your father make her the affurance. 
She is your own, elfe you muft pardon me : 
If you fhall die before hira, whcre's her dower? 

Tra. That's but a cavil j he is old, I young, 

Gre, And may not young men die as well as old ? 

Bap. Well, gentlemen, then I am thus refolv'd : 
On Sunday next, you know. 
My daughter Catharine is to be married : 
Now on the Sunday following fliall Bianca 
Be b»ide to you, if you make this afliirance ; 
If not, to Signior Gremio : 
And fo I take my leave, and thank you both. {^Exit, 

Gr4. Adieu, good neighbour. Now I fear thee 

not : 
Sirrah, young gamefter, your father were a fool 
To give thee all ; and in his waining age 
' Set foot under thy table : tut ! a toy ! 
An old Italian fox is not fo kind, my boy* [Exlu 

Tra, A vengeance on your crafty wither'd nidel 
Yet I have facM it with a card of ten : 
'Tis in my head to do my mafter good. 
I fee no reafon, but fupposM Lucentio 
May get a father, call'd, fuppos'd Vinccntio | 
And that's a wonder : fathers commonly 
Do get their children; but, in this cafe of ^vooing^ 
A child ihall get a fire; if I fail not of my cunning. 

lExiu 
[The Prefenters, above, fpcak here. 

Sly. Sim^ ivhen will the fool cor^ again : 

Sim. Anoffy my Lord. 

Sly. Givers fome more drink here-'-^TDhert^s tlU 
tap/ler ? here\ Sim^ e$t fome of tliefe tlungu 

Sim. So I do J my Lord, 

Sly. Hfrt'^ Simy I drink to thu* 
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ACT III. SCENE L 
Baptifta'i Houfi. 

Enter Luccntio, Hortenilo, and Blanca* 

Lucentio, 

Fdler, forbear ; you grow too forward. Sir : 
Have you fo foon forgot the cptcrtainmcnt 
Her fifter Catharine welcom'd you withal ? 

Hor, Wrangling pedant, this is 
The patronefs of heavenly harmony: 
Then give me leave to have prerogative ; 
And when in mufic we have Ipent an hour, 
Your lefture ihall have leilure for as much. 

Luc. Prepoflerpus afs! that never read fo far 
To know the caufe why mufic was ordain'di 
"Was it not to refrtili the mind of mat> 
After his fludic s, or his ufual pain ? 
Then give n^c lea\ e to read philofophy ; 
Ard, while I paufe, ferve in your harmony, 

Idor. Sirrah, I will not bear thefe braves of thine. 

Binn, Why^ gentlemen, you dome double wrong,, 
To {l^i^ e for that which refteth in my choice : 
I am no breeching fcholar in the fchools f 
1*11 not be tied to hours, nor 'pointed timesy 
But learn my leflons as I pleafe myfelf ; 
And to cut off all ftrife, here fit we down, ^ 
Take you your inllrument, play you the while j 
His ledlure will be done, ere you have tun'd. 

Hor, You'll le^ve his ledure, when i am in tuner 

[Hortenfio retires^ 

Luc, That will.be never'; tune your inftrument. 

Bian, Where left we laft } 

Luc, Here, Madam : Hac that Simoisj hie eft Si^ 
geia tellus, 
Hie jfieterat Priami regia celfa fenis* 

Bian. fioadruG them. 

Luc. Hac iliaty as I told you before, SirhoiSj I 
am Lucentio, hie efty foa umo Lucentio of Piia^ 
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Sigeia uliuSy ditgmCed thus to get your love, hie 
fl€teraty and that Lucentio that comes a wooing, 
Priamiy is my man'Tranio, regia^ bearing my port, 
celfa fenis^ that we miight beguile the old Panta- 
loon f . 

i/or. Madam, my inftrument's in tune. [Returning. 

Bian, Let's hear. O fv, the treWe jars. 

Luc, Spit in the hole, man, and tune again. ^ 

Bian. Now let me fee if I can conftruc it: Hac 
ibat Sknois, I know you not, hie e/i Sigeia tetluSy 
I truft you not, hie fteterat Priamiy take heed he 
hear us not, regia, prefume not, eel/a fenisy de- 
fpair not. 

Hor, Madam, 'tis ,now in tunc. 

Luc, All but the bafe. 

Hor, The bafe is right, 'tis the bafe knave that jars. 
How fiery and how froward is our pedant ! 
*Now, for my life, that knave doth court my love 5 
Pedafcule, I'll watch you better yet. 

Bian, In time I may believe, yet I miftruft. 

Luc, Miftruft it not, — for, fore, ^acides 
Was Ajax, c^'d fo from his grandfather. 

Bian, I muft believe my mafter; elfe, I promifeyou, 
I fliould bc^arguing ftill upon that doubr j 
But let it reft. Now, Licio, to you : 
Good maftcrs, take it not unkindly, pray, 
That I have been thus pleafant with yoi^ both. 

Hor, You may go walk, and give me leave a while i 
My leflbns make no mufic in three parts. 

Lpc, Are you fo formal. Sir ? Well, I muft wait, 
And watch withal ; for, but I be deceived. 
Our fine mufician groweth amorous. [AJide. 

Hor. Madam, before you touch the inftrument, 
To learn the order of my fingering, 
I muft begin with rudiments of art ; 
To teach you Gamut in a briefer fort, 
More pleafant, pithy, and effeAual, 
Than hath beenf taught by any of my trade ; 
And there it Is in writing fairly drawn. 

Bian, Why, I am paft my Gamut long ago. 

t Pantaloon, the old cully in lulian farces. 
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Bor. Yet read the Gamut of Hortenfio. 

JSdati* reading,'} Gamut I am, the ground of all 
accord, 

A rey to plead Hortenfio's paffion j 
J5 miy Bianca, take him for thy lord, 
. C fauty that loves with all affcfticm ; 
D fol rcy one cliiF, but two notes have I, ' 
£ la miy fliow pity, or I die. 

Call you this Gamut ? tut, I like it not ; 
Old famions pleafe me belt;. I'm not fo nice 
To change true rules for odd inventions. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv, Miflrefs, your father prays you leave your 
books, 
And help to drefs your lifter's chamber up. 
You know to-moiTow is tlie wedding-day. 
Bian» Farewell) fweet mafters both : I muft be 
gone. [,Exit. 

Luc, Faith, Miftrefs,' then I have no caufe to ftay. 
• lExit. 

Hor. But I have caufe to pry into this pedant, 
Rethinks he looks as tbo' he was in love : 
Yet if thy thougiits, Bianca, be fo humble, 
To caft thy wand'ring eyes on every dale ; 
Seize thee, who lift; if once I find thee ranging, 
Hortenfio will be quit with thee by changing. {_Exit. 

SCENE II. 

Enter Baptifta, Gremio, Tranio, Catharina, 
Luctntio, Bianca, and attendants. 

Bap. Signior Lucentio, this is the 'pointed day 
That Carh'rine.and Petruchio fhould be married; 
And yet we hear not of our fon- in-law. 
What will be faid ? what mockery will it be. 
To want the bridegroom, when the prieft attends 
To fpeak the ceremonial rites of marriage ? 
What fays Lucentio to this Ihame of ours ? 

Cath. No iliame but mine ; I muft, forfooth, bt 
forc'd 
To give my hand oppcs'd againft my heart, 
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Unto a mad-brain Rudefljy, full of fpleen, 

Who woo'd in hafte, and means to wed at leifure. 

I told you, I, he was a frantic fool, 

Hiding his bitter jefls in blunt behaviour; 

^nd, to be noted for a merry man, 

He'll woo a thqufand, 'point the day of marriage, 

Make friends, invite, yes, and proclaim the banns 5 

Yet never means to wed where he hath wooM. 

Now muft the world point, at poor Catharine, 

And fay, lo ! there is mad Petruchio's wife. 

If It would pleafe him come and marry her. 

Tra, Patience, good Catharine, and Baptifla loo : 
Upon my life, Petruchio means but well, 
Whatever fortu3;ie Itays him from his word. 
Tho' he be blunt, I know him palling wife ; 
Tho' he he merry, ytt withai he's lipneft. 

Cath, .Would Catharine had never feen him tho' 1 

[^Exit iveeping. 
. Bap, Go, girl ; I cannot blame thee now to weep^ 
for luch an injury would vex a faint. 
Much more a flirew of thy impatient humour, 

SCENE III, 

Enter Biondello. 

fiofh Maftcir, ma(ter j old news, and fuch news 
^s you never heard of. 

Bap. Is it new and old too ? how may that be ? 

Bioff. Why, is it not news to hear of Petruchio's 
coming ? 

Bap^ Is he come ? 

Bion. Why, no, Sir. 

B&p. What then ? 

ffiott He is coming. 

Bapy^ When will he be here ? 

^ion. When he flands where I am, and fees you 
there. 

Tra. But, fa3f, what thine old news ? 

Bton. Why, Petruchio is coming in a new hat^ 
and an old jerkin, a pair of old breeches thrice 
turn'd ; a pair of boots that have been candle-cafes, 
one buckled, another lac'd : an old rufly fword ta'em 

Vol. III. S 
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out of the town -armory, with- a broken hlh, and 
cbapelefS) with two broken points*; his horfe hippM 
with an old mothy ladJle, the ftirrups of no kiAd- 
red ; befides, pojdeft with the glanders, and like to 
mofe in the chine, troyubled with tlie iampaile, in- 
fected w^ith the fafliions f , full of windg^lk, iped 
yrith fpavins, raied with the yellows, paft cure of 
the fives, (lark fpoiled with the daggers, begnawn 
with the bots, *d in the back, and flioiilder-fhot- 
ten, near legg'a before, and with a half checkM 
bit, and a headftall of iheep's leather, which being 
reftrain'd, to keep him from ftumbling, hath been 
often burft, and now repaired with knots ; one girt 
fix times piec'd, and a w oman's crupper of \/eliire, 
Avhich iiath two letters for her name, fairly Tet 
down in duds, and here and there piec'd with 
packtliread. 

Bap, Who comes with him ? 

Bion. Oh, Sir, his lackey, for all the world ca- 
parifon'd like the horfe, with a linen dock on one 
leg, and a kerfey boot-hofe <m the other, garter'd 
^vith a red and blue lid, an old ]iat, and the hu- 
mour of forty fancies prick'd up in't for a feather : 
a monder, a very monder in apparel, and not like 
a Chridian footboy, or a gentleman's lackey. 

Triu 'Tis fome odd humour pricks him to this 
faftiion ; 
Yet fometimes he goes but mean a^^parell'd. 

Bap, I am glad he is come, hawfoever he comes. 

Bion, Why,. Sir, he comes not. 

Bap, Didd thou not fay he comes ? 

Bion, Who ? that Petruchio came not. 

Bap, Ay, that Petruchio came. 

Bion, No, Sir; I fay his horfe comes with him 
on his back. 

* How a fword.diould have tivo broken points I cannot 
tell. J here is, I think, a tranfpoBtioD ciufrd Iw the 
4eemiDg relation oi point to Jkoord. 1 read, a pairofboots^ 
^ne buckled, another laced yf'ith fwo broken po-«utt; an oid 

fufij J-w^rd •with a broken hilt, and chapelej'i^ Johnloa* 

\'i*f, Thf /tfrgr. 
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Bap. Why, that's all one. 
Bion. Nay, by St Janny, I hold you a penny 
A horfe and a man is more than one) and yet not 
many. 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Petruchio and Grumio fantaftically habited. 

Pet, Come, v^ere be thefe gallants ? who is at 
home ? 

Bap, You're welcome, Sir. 

Pet, And yet I.oorae not well. 

JSap, And yet you halt not. 

Tra, Not fo well 'parell'd as I wiftiyou werA. 

Pet. Were it better, I fhould rufli in thus. 
But where is Kate ? where is my lovely bride ? 
HokW does my Father? Gentles, methinks you 

frown : 
And wherefore gaze this goodly company. 
As if they faw fome wondrous monument, 
Some, comet, or unufual prodigy ? 

Bap, Why, Sir, you know this is your wedding- 
day : 
Fir(Fwere we fad, fearing you would not come j 
Now fadder, that you come fo unprovided. 
Fy, dicrffthis habit, fhame to your eftate, 
Aji-cye-foFft to our folemn feftival; 

Tra, And tell us what oeceafion of import 
Hath all fo long detained you from your wife, , 
And fent yon hither fo unlike yourfelf ? 

Pet. Tedious it were to tell,- and harfh tp hear: 
Sulficeth I am come to keep my word, 
Tho' in fome part enforced to digrefs, 
Which at more leifure I will fo excufe, 
As you fhalLwell be fatisfied withal. 
But where is Kate ? I ftay too long from her j 
The morning wears ; 'tis time we were at church. 

Tra, See not your bride in thefe unreverent robes j 
Go to my chamber, put on.cloaths of mine. 

Pet. Not I ; believe me, thus I'll vifit her. 

Bap. But thus, I truft, you will not marry her. 
S 2 
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A/, Good footh, even thus ; therefore ha* done 
with words ; ' 
To me Ihe's married, not unto my clpaths. 
Could I repair what (he will wear in me, 
^s I (;ould change thefe poor accoutrements, 
'Twere well for Kate, and better for myfclf. 
But what a fool am I to chat with you, 
* When I fhould bid good-morrow to my bride, 
And fcal the title with a lovely kifs ! [Ett7. 

Tra. He hath feme meaning in his mad attire : 
We wiU perfuade him, be it poffible. 
To put on better ere he go to church. 

Bap, I'll after him, and fee th' event of this. 

SCENE V. 

Tra, Bnt, Sir, our love concemethus'to add 
Ker father's liking ; whiclt to bring to pafs, 
As I before imparted to your worfliip, 
I am to get a man, (whate'er he be, 
It (kills not much ; we'll fit him to our turn jr) 
And he (hall he Vlncentio of Pifa, 
And make afTurance here in Padua 
Of greater' fums than I have promifed : 
So fliallyou quietly enjoy your hope. 
And niarrv fv/eet Bianca with conient. 

Luc. Were it not that my fellow fchoolmafter 
Doth watch Bianca's fteps fo narrowly, 
'Twere good, methinks, to fteal our marriage 5 
Which once perform'd, let all the world fay no^ 
I'll keep my own, defpight of all the world. 

Tra. That by degrees we mean to look into, 
And watch our vantage in ihis bufmefs: 
Well over-reach the grey-beard Gremio, 
The narrow-prying father Minola, 
The quaint mi'fician, amorous Licio, 
All for my mailer's fake, J-ucentio. 

SCENE VI. 

Enter Gremio. 
Now, Signior Gremio, came you from the church? 
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Gre» As willinffly as e'er I came from fchool^ 

Tra» And is the bride and bridegroom coming 
home ? 

Gre, A bridegroom, fay you ? 'tis a groom indeed, 
A grumbling groom, and that the girl (hall find. 

Tra. Curfter than flie ? why, 'tis impoflible. 

Gre, Why, he's a devil, a devil, a very fiend. 

Tra. Why, (he's a devil, a devil, the devil's dam, 

Gre, Tut, fjie's a lamb, a dove, a fool to him : 
I'll tell you, Sir Lucentio ; when the prieft 
Should afk, if Catharine fliould be his wife ? 
Ay, by gogs-woons, quoth he ; and fwore fb loud. 
That, all amaz'd, the prieft let fall the book; 
And as he ftoop^d again to take it up, 
This mad-brain'd bridegroom took him fuch a cuff. 
That down fell prieft and book, and book and 
Now take them up, quoth he, if any lift, [prieft. 

Trfl.What faid the wench, when he rofe up again ? 

Gre. Trembled and fhook ; for why, he ftarap'd 
As if the Vicar meant to cozen him. [and fwore, - 
But after many ceremonies done. 
He calls for wine : a health, quoth.he: as if - 
H'ad been aboard carowfing to his mates 
After a ftorm ; quaif'd olf the mufcadel, 
And threw the fops all in the fexton's face ; ; 
Having no other caufe, but that his beard 
Grew thin and hungerly^ and feem'd to aflc 
His fops as he was.drinkmg.- This dtJne, he took * 
The wide about ihe neck, and kifs'd her lips 
With fuch a clapiorous fraack, that at the parting 
All the chruch echo'd ; andf., feeing this. 
Came thence for very fliame ; and after me, 
I know, the rout is coming. Such a mad marriage 

Nfc'cr was before, Hark, hark, I hear '^he min- 

ftxels . [Muftc plays, 

SCENE VII. 

Enter Pfctruchio, Catharina, Bianca, Hortenfio, 
and Baptifta. . 

* P$U Gentlemen, axid friends, I thank you for you» r 
pains j 

S 3 
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I know you think to dine \vith me to-dav, 
And have preparM great ftore of wedding chear ; 
But fo it is my hafte doth call me h^nce. 
And therefore here I mean to take my leave. 

Bap, Is't poffible you will away to-night ? 

Pet. I muft away to-day, before night cOme. 
Make it no wonder ; if you knew my bufinefs. 
You would intreat me rather go than ftay. 
And, honeft company, I thank you all. 
That have beheld me give away myfelf 
To this moft patient, Iweet and virtuous wife. 
Dine with my father, drink a health to me, 
For I muft hence, and farewell to you all. 

Tra, Let us intreat you ftay till after dinner. 

Peu It may not be. 

Gre, Let me intreat you. 

Pet. It cannot be^ 

Catk. Let me intreat you. 

Pet. I am content 

Catk. Are you content to ftay ? 

Pet. I am content you fliall intreat me ftay; 
But yet not ftay, intreat me how you can. 

Cath. Now, if you love me, ftay. 

Pet. Grumio, my horfes, 

Gru. Ay, Sir, they be ready ; the oats hare eaten 
the horfes. 
' Catk. Nay, then. 

Do what thou canft, I will not go tb-day ; 
No, nor to-morrow, nor 'till I pleafe myfelf. 
The door is open ; Sir, there lyes your way. 
You may be jogging, while your boots are green ; 
Tor me, I'll not go 'till I pleafe myfelf: 
'Tis like you'll prove a jolly furly groom. 
That take it on you at the firft fo roimdly. 

Pet, O, Kate, content thee, pr'ythee, be not 
angry. 

CatL I will be angry ; what haft thou to do ? 
JFathcr, be quiet; he mall ftay ffiy lelfure. 

Gre* Ay, marry. Sir ; now it begins to work. 

€atk. Gentlemen, forward to the bridal diiULer» 
1 fee a woman may be made a fool^ 
If (he had not a fpirit to reiift* 
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Pet, They Ihall go forward, Kate, at thy com- 
mand. 
"Obey the bride, you that attend on her ; 
Go to the feaft, revel and domineer ; 
Caroufe full meafure to her maiden-head ; 
Be mad and merry, or go hang your felves ; 
But for my bonny Kate, flie mufl: with me. 
Nay, look not big, nor ftamp, nor dare, nor fret. 
I will be mafter of what is mine own : 
She is my goods, my chattels, /he is my houfe. 
My houftiold-ftuff, my field, my barn, 
My horfe, my ox, my afs, my any thing 5 
And here fhe flands, touch her who ever dare* 
I'll bring my aftion on the proudeft he, 
That flops my way in Padua : Grumio, 
Draw forth thy weapon ; weVe befet with thieves - 
Refcue thy miflrefs, if thou be a man. ' 

Fear not, fweet wench, they fhall not touch thee* 
Kate ; ^ 

I'll buckler thee againfl a million. 

{Exeunt Pet. and Cath. 

Bap. Nay, let them go, a couple of quiet ones. 

Gre. Went they not quickly, t fhould die with 
laughing. 

Tra. Of all mad matches, never was the llkfe. 

Lmc, Miftrefs, what's your opinion of your fifter ? 

Bian, That, bein^ mad herfelf, file's madly matedi 

Ore. 1 warrant him, tetruchio is Kated. 

Bap. Neighbours and friends, though bride and 
bridegroom want 
For to fbpply the places at the table. 
You know there wants no junkets at the feift : 
Lucentio, you fupply the bridegroom's place ; 
And let Biancd take her filler's room. 

Tra, Shall fweet Bianca praftife how tb bride it ? 

Bap. She fhall^ Lucentio : gctttlemen, let's go.* 

[ExeusOk 
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ACT IV. SCENE L 

Petruchio'j Country -houfs* 

Enter Grumio, 
Grumio* 

FYf fy on all tired jades, and all mad mailers^ 
and all foul ways ! Was ever man fo beaten ? 
was ever man fo ray'd * ? was ever manfo weary? 
I am fent before to make a fire ; and they are 
coming after to warm them : now were not I a > 
little pot, and foon hot, my very lips might freeze 
to my teeth, my tongue to the roof of my mouth, . 
my heart in my belly, ere I fliould come by a fire 
to thaw me : but I witli blowing the fire fhalk 
warm myfelf ; for confidering the weather, a taller ; 
man than I will take cold : hoUa^ hoa, Curtis ? 

Enter Curtis, 

Curt, Who is it that calls fo coldly ? 

Gru, A piece of ice. If thou doubt it, thou may'ft 

Hide from my fhoulder to my heel, with no greater 

a run but my head and my neck. A fire, good 

Curtis.' 

■ Curt. Is my mafter and his wife Coming, Grumio ? 

Gru, Oh, ay, Curtis, ay; and therefore fire, fire; 
caft on no water. 

Curt, Is file fo hot a flirew as (he's reported ? 

Gru. She was, good Curtis, before this frofl:; 
but thou know'ft, winter tames man, woman and 
bead ; for it hath tam'd my old mafter, and my 
new miftrefs, and thyfelf, fellow Curtis. . % 

Curt, Away, you three-inch'd fool; I am no 
bead. 

Gru. Am I but three inches ? why, my horn is 
a foot, and fo long am I at tlie lead. But wilt - 

* That is, AVas ever man fo marked with laihes ? 
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thou make a fire, oi fhall I complain on thee to 
our millrefs ? whofc hand, flie being now at hand, 
thou (lialt foon feel to thy cold coiirfort, for being 
flow in thy hot office. 

Curt, I pr*ythee, good Grumio, tell me how 
goes the world ? 

Gru, A cold world, Curtis, in every office but 
thtne ; and therefore, fire : do thy duty, and. have 
thy duty ; for my mafler and miflrefs are almoft 
frozen to death. 

Citrt, There's fire ready ; and therefore, good 
Grumio,. the news. 

Gru, Why^ Jack boy, ho boy *, and as much 
news as thou wilt. 

Curt, Gome, you are fo full of coney-catching. 

Gru Why, therefore, fire ; for I have caught 
extreme cold. Where's the cook ? is fuppcr rcady^ 
thr houfe trimm'd, rufhes flrewM, cobwebs fwcpt, 
the fervingmen in their new fuftian, their wliite 
ftockings, and every officer his wedding garment 
on? Be the Jacks fair within, the^ Jilis fair with- 
<iLit, carpers laid, and every thing in order? 

Curt. All ready: and therefore, I pray theej 
what news ? 

Gru, Firfl, know, my horfe is tired, my maftef 
and mifbefs fallen out. 

Curt, How ? 

Gru. Out of their faddles into the ditt j and there» 
by hangs a tale. 
. Curt, Let's ha't, good Grumio. 

Gru, Lend thine ear. ^ 

Curt, Here. 

Gru, There. {Strikes hinu 

Curt, This is to feel a tale, not to hear a tale. 

Gru, And therefore 'tis call'd a fenfible tale : 
and this cuff was but to knock at your ear, an^ 
befeech liftning. Now I begin. Imprimis^ we came 
down a foul hill, my mafter riding behind my mi- 
flrefs. 

Curt, Both on one horfe ? 

• A fragment of fomc old ballad. fTarhrioa^ 
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Gra. "What's that to thee ? , 

Curt, Why, a horfe. 

Gru. Tell thou the tale. But hadft thou- 

not crofs'd me, thou (houldft have heard how her 
horfe fell, and (he under her horfe : thou ihouldft 
have heard in how miry a place, how (he waa be- 
moiPd, how he left her with the horfe upon her, 
how he beat me becaiife her Iwrfe ftumbted, how 
fhe waded through the dirt to pluck him off me ; 
how he fworc, how file prayed that never prayed 
before j how I cried ; how the horfes ran away ; 
how her bridle was burft ; how I loft my crupper ; 
with many things of worthy memory,, wliich now 
iball die in oblivion, and thou return uiicxperienc'd 
to thy grave. 

Curt, By this reckoning he is more flirew than fhe. 

Gru, Ay, and that you and the proudeft of you 
all fliall find, when he comes home. But what talk 
I of this ? call forth Nathaniel, Jofeph, Nicholasy^ 
Philip, Walter, Sugarfoap, and the refl : let their 
heads be fleekly comb'd, their blue coats brufh'd,, 
and their garters of an indifferent knit ; let them 
court'fy with their left legs, and not prefume to 
touch a hair of my mafter's horfe tail, 'till thep 
kifs their hands. Are they all ready ? 

Curt. They are. 

Gru, Call them forth. 

Curt, Do you hear, ho ? you muft meet my n»-^ 
ifter, to countenance my miflrefs. 

Gru, Why, fhe hath a face of her own. 

Curt, Who knows not that ? 

Gru, Thou, it feems, that call'd for company t* 
t^untenance her. 

Curt, I call them forth to credit her. 

Enter four or Jive ferving-men, 

Gru, Why, fhe comes to borrow nothing of them* 

Nath, Welcome home, Grumio. 

Phil, How now, Grumio I 

Jof, What, Grumio \ 

Nicfu Fellow Grumio ! 

Natfh How now, old lad ? 
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Gru. Welcome, you ; how now, y6u ; what, 
you ; fellow, you ; and thus much for greeting. 
Now, my fpruce companions, is all ready, and all 
things neat ? 

• Natk, All things are ready 5 how near Is our 
mafler ? 

Gru, E'en at hand, alighted by this y and there- 
fore be not-=— cock's pailion, filence I 1 hear ray 

naaller. 

SCENE II. 

Enter Pctruchlo and I^ate. 

Tet. Where be thefe knaves? what, no man at 
door to hold my (lirrup, nor to take my horie? 
where is Narhaniel, Gn-gory, Philip r 

All Sdrv, Here, here. Sir ; hjerc, Sir, 

P't. Here, Sir; here, Sir 5 here, Sir; here, Sir? 
You loggerheaudd and unpoliih'd grooms : 
Wtiat.^ no atiendatice? no regard •> no duty? 
Where is the fool 1 Hi knave I fent before ? 

Gru, Here, Sir, as foolifh as 1 was before. 

Pet, You peaiant (wain, you whoreibn, malt* 
.horfe drudge. 
Did not I bid thee meet me in the park, 
And bring along thefe rai'cal knaves with thee ? 

Gru. NaihaniePs coat, S^r, wa3 not fully made : 
And Gabriel's pumps were all unpink'd i' th' heel ; 
There was no link ^ to colour Peter's hat. 
And Walter's dagger was not come from fheathing: 
TJiere were none fine, but Adam, Ralph, and 

Grvgory ; 
The reft were ragged, old and beggarly, 
Yet as they are, here are they come to meet you. 

Pet, Go, rafcals, go, andferch my iupper in. 

[^Exeunt Servants* 
W'lere is the life that late I led P 

Where ar<i thofe (it down, Kate, 

And welcome. Soud, loud, foud, foud f • 

* Ij'ik^ I believe, is the fame with what we now catt 
Um,' b' ck. John Ion. 
it Ttiztvif fwea^/vfcet* Johnfon* 
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Enter Servants 'with fupper. 

Why, when, I fay ? nay, good fweet Kate, be merry. 
OiF with my boots, you rogue : you villahis, when? 

// ivas the Friar of orders grey^ [Sings, 

As he forth ivalked on his id ay. 
Out, oui, you rogue ! you pluck my foot awry. 
Take that, and mind the plueking oiF the other. 

\_Strikes him. 
Be merry, Kate : fome water, here; what hoa 1 

Enter one ivith water, 

Where's my fpaniel Troilus ? firrah, get you hence. 

And bid my coufin Ferdinand come hither : 

One, Kate, that you mad kifs, and be acquainted 

with. 
Wh^re are my flippers j fhajl I have fome water? 
-Come, Kate, antl wa/h, and welcome heartily : 
You, whorefon villain, will you let it fall ? 

Catk. -Patience, I pray you, 'twas a fault un- 
willing. 

Pet. A whorefon, beatle -headed, fiap-ear'd knavr : 
Come, Kate, fit downj I know you have a ftomach. 
Will you give thanks, fweet Kate, or elfc ihall I ^ 
What's this, mutton ? 

I Ser, Yes. 

Pet, Who brought it ? 

Ser. 1. 

Pet, 'Tis burnt, and fo is all the meat : 
What dogs a.re thefe ? where is the rafcal cook ? 
How durft you, villains, bring it from the dreffer^ 
And ferve it thus to me that love it not ? 
There, take it to you, trenchers, cups and all : 

[Thro-ws the meat^ he abnut the Jiage, 
You heedlefs jolt-he«ds, and unmanner'd (Ices ! 
What, do you grumble ? I'll b<? with you ftrafght. 

Cath, I pray you,*hufband, be not {o dlfquiet; 
The meat was well, if you were fo contented. 

Pet. I tell thee, Kate, 'twas burnt and dry'd awa}^ 
And I exprefely am forbid to touch it j 
Tor it engenders choler, planteth anger ; 
And better 'twere that b»th of us did fajQ^ 
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Since, of ourfelyes, ourfelves are cholerit, 
Than feed it with fuch over-roafted flefh : 
Be patient, for to morrow't Ihall be mended, 
And for this night we'U faft for T:ompan7. 
Come, I will bring thee to thy bridal-chamber. 

^ Enter Servants feverally, 

Nath, Peter, didft ever fee the like ? 
Pet. He kills her in her own humour. 
Gru. Where is he ? 

Enter Curtis^ a Servant. 

Curt. In her chamber, making a fermon of con- 
tinency to her ; 
And rails, and fwears, and rates 5 thatflie, poor foul, 
Knows not which way to ftand, to look, to fpeak, 
And fits as one new-rifen from a dream. 
Away, away, for he is coming hither. [Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 

Enter Petruchio* 

Pet. Thus have I politically begun my reign, 
And 'tis my hope to end fuccefsfuUy. 
My faulcon now xs fliarp, and palling empty, 
And till ihe ftoop, fhe muft not be fuU-gorg'd, 
For then flie never looks updn her lure. 
Another way I have to man my haggard *, 
To make her come, and know her keeper's call 5 
That is, to watch her as we watch thei'e kites 
That bait and beat, and will not be obedient. 
SUe ate no meat to-day, nor none lliall eat. 
Lafl night Ibe flept not, nor to-night fhall not : 
As witli the meat, fome undeferved fault 
I'll find about the making of the bed : 
And here I'll fling the pillow, there the bolfter, 
This way the coverlet, that way the flaeeis j 
Ay, and amid this hurly I'll pretend, 

* A haggard is a wild hawk; to man a hawk, is to tamt 
her. Johnjon. 
Vol. IIL T 
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That all is done in ivverend care of her : 
And, in conclufion, ibe (hall watch all night ; 
An4^if (he chance to nod, I'll rail and brawl, 
And with the clamour keep her fiill awake. 
This is a way to kill a wile with kindnefs ; 
And thus FU curb her mad and headfbong humour. 
He that knows better how to tame a ihrew, 
Now let him f|>eak, *tis charity to fhew, [£w7. 

SCENE IV. 
Before BaptiilaV Houfe, 

Enter Traliio a»d Hortenfio. 

Tra, IsH poffible, friend Licio, that Bianca 
Doth fancy any other but Lucentio ? 
I tell you, Sir, flie bears me fair in hand. 

Mar. To fatisfy you, Sir, in what I faid. 
Stand by, and mark the manner of his teaching. 

{They fland by. 

Enter Bianca <Zfff/ Lucentio. 

Luc, Now, miftrefs, profit you in whatjou read ? 

Bian. What, mafler, read you ? firfl refolve me 
that. 

Luc, I read that I profefs^ the art of lore. 

Bian. And may you prove. Sir, mafter of your art ! 

Luc. While you, fweet dear, prove miffarefs of 

my heart. v U^^^ey retire backward. 

. Hor. Quick. procceders! marry! now tell me, I 

pray, you that, durft fwear that your Miflrefs Bianco 

lov'd none in the world fo well as Lucentio. 

Tra. Defpightful love, unconftant womankindJ 
I tell thee, Licio, this is wonderful. 

Hor. Miftake no more, I am not Licio, 
Nor a mufician, as I feem to be ; 
But one that fcom to live in this difguife 
For fuch a one as leaves a gentleman. 
And makes a god of fuch a cuUion : 
Know, Sir, that I am call'd Hortenfio. 

Tra. Signior Hortenfio, I have often heard 
©f your entire age^ion to l^ianca; 
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And iince mine eyes are witnefs of her lightnefs, 
I will with you, if you be fo contented, 
Forfwear Bianca and her love for ever. 

Hor. See how they kifs and court ! Signior 

Lucentio-, 
Here is my hand, and here I firmly vow 
Never to woo her more j buf to forfwear her, 
As one unworthy all the former favoiurs 
^hat I have fondly fiattcr'd her withal. 

Tra. And here I take the like unfeigned oatb, 
Kever to marry her, the' flic in treat. 
Fy on her ! fee how beaiUy fhe doth court him. 

Hor. 'Would all the world hut he had quite 
fbrfworn her! 
For me, that I may furely keep mine oath, 
I will be married to a wealthy widow 
£re three days pais, which has as long lovM me, 
As I have lov'd this proud difdainful haggard. 
And fo £urewell, Signior Lucentio. 
Kindnefs in women, not their beauteous looks, 
Shall win my love : and lo I take my leave. 
In refolution as I fwore before. TExit^Hov, 

Tra. Miftrefs Bianca, blefs you with fuch grace 
As 'longeth to a lover's blefled cafe. 
Nay, I have ta'en you napping, gentle love. 
And have fori worn you with Hortenlio. 

J^Lucentio and Bianca come forward, 
, Bian. Tramo, you jefti but have you both for- 
fworn me? 

Tra, Miftrefe, we have* 

Luc, Then we are rid of Licio. 

Tra,. V feath he'll have a lufty widow now, 
That fliall be wooM and wedded in a day. 

Bian, God give him joy! 

Tra^ Ay, and he'li tame her. 

Biam* He fays fo, Tr^nio ? 

Tra, 'Faith he's, gone unto the; taming fchool. 

Bia», The taming fchool? what, is there fuch a 
place? 

Tra. Ay, miftrefs, and Petruchio is the mafter, 
That teacheth tricks eleven and twenty long, 
To tame aihrew, and charm her chattering tongue* 
•T 2 
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SCENE V. 

Enter Biondello, runningm 

Bion. Oh mafter, mafler, I have watch'd fo long^ 
That I'm dog-weary ; but at laft I fpied 
An ancient Angel * going down the hill, 
Will ferve the turn. 

Tra, What is he, Biondello ? 

Bion. Mafter, a mercantant, or elfe a pedant j 
I know not \^hat; but formal in apparel 5 
In gait and cotintenance furly like a father. 

Luc* And what of him, Tranio? 

Tra. If he be credulous, and truft my tale, 
V\\ make him glad to feem Vintentio, 
And give him aflurance to Baptifta Minola, 
As if he were the right Vincentio, 
Take in your love, and then let me alone. 

[Exeunt Lucentio and BiaAca. 

Enter a Pedant, 

Ped, God fave you, Sir. 

Tra, And you, Sir; you are wclconier 
Travel you far on, or are you at the farthefl ? 

Ped, Sir, af the farthefl for a week or two ;. 
But then up farther, and as far as Rome ; 
And fo to Tripoly, if God lend me life. 

Tra, What countryman, X pray I 

Ped, Of Mantua. 

Tra. Of Mantua, Sir ? God forbid T 
And come to Padi*a, carelefs of your life ? 

Ped, My life, Sir ! how, I pray? for that go«s 
hard, 

Tra. 'Tis death for any one in Mantua 
To come tp Padua ; know you not the caufe ? 
Your ihips are (laid at Venice, and the Duke 
(For private quarrel '^twixt your duke and him),. 
Hatli publifli'd and proclaim'd it openly : 
' Tls marvel, but that you're but newly come,. 

•. For angtl Mr .Theobald, and after him Sir T. Hal^ 
mcr and Di Warburton, rcad.£;i^/«. X*^hsiipn^ 
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You might have heard it elfe proclaim'd about. 

Pe(L Alas, Sir ; it is worfe for me than fo ; 
For I have bills for money by exchange 
From Florence, and muft here deliver them. 

Tra, Well, Sir, to do you courtcfy, 
This, will I do, and this will I advife you ; 
Firft, tell me, have you ever been at Pifa ? 
. Ped, Ay, -Sir, in Pifa have I often been ; 
Pifa, renowned for grave citizens. 

Tra. Among them know you. one Vincentio ? 

Ped, I know him not, but I have heard of him ; 
A merchant of incomparable wealth. 

Tra, He is my father, Sir; and, footh to fay, 
In count'nance fomewhat doth re&mble you. 

£soff. As much as an apple doth an oyder, and 
aU one. {^Afide. 

Tra, To fave your life in this extremity, 
This favour will I do you for his fake ; 
And think it not the worft oi all your fortunes, 
That you are like to Sir Vincentio : 
His name and credit ihall you undertake, 
And in my houfe you fliall be friendly lodg'd : 
Look that you take upon you as you ftiould. 
You underfland me. Sir : 'fo (hall you ftay 
'Till you have done your bufinefs in the city. 
If this be <fourt*fy, Sir, arcept of it. 

Ptd, Oh, Sir, I do ; aad will repute you ever 
The patron of my life and liberty. 

Tra. Then go with me to make die matter 
good: 
This by the way I let you underftand. 
My father is here look'd for every day. 
To pafs affurance of a dower in marriage 
'Twixt me and one Baptifta's daughter here : 
in all thefe circumftances Til inftru^a you. 
Go with mc, Sir, to cloath you as becomes you. 
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SCENE VI. 

Enter Catharina and Grumio. 

Gru, No,, no, forfooth, I dare not for my life. 

Cath. The moi*e my wrong, the more his fpite 
a|)pears : 
What, did he marry me to famifli me ? 
Beggars, that come unjto my father^s door,. ^ 
Upon intreaty, have a prcfent alms ; 
If not, elfcwherc they meet with charity : 
But I, who never knew how to intreaty 
Nor never needed that I fhould intreat. 
Am ftarv'd for meat, giddy for lack of fleep ; 
With oaths kept wakings and with brawling fed ;• 
And, that which fpites me more than all thefe wants^ 
He does it under name of perfeft love t 
As who would fay. If I fhould fleep or cat,. 
Twere deadly ficknefs, or elfe prefcnt death. 
I pr'ythee go and get me fome repaft ; 
I care not what, fo it« be wholeCome food. 

Gru. What lay you to a neat's foot ? 

Cath. 'Tis pafling good j I pr'ythce let me have It, 

Gru, 1 fear it is too flegmatic a meat : 
How fay you to a fat tripe finely broil'd ? 

Cath. I like it well ; good Grumio, fetch it me^ 

Gru. *I cannot tell; — I fear it's choleric : 
. What fay you to a piece of beef and mullard ? 

Cath. A difh that I do love to feed upon. 

Gru. Ay, but the muftard is too hot a little. 

Cath. Why, then the beef, and let the muflardrefr. 

Gru, Nay, then I will not ; you fhall have the 
•mufiard. 
Or elfe you get no beef of Grumio. 

Cath. Then both, or one, or any thing thou wilt. 

Gru. Why,, then the muflarxl without the bee^ 

€atk. Go, get thee gone, thou falTe deluding flave^ 

[^Beats him^ 
That fecd'ft me with the very name of moat. 
Sorrow on thee, and all the pack V>f you^ 
That triumph thus upon my mifcry I 
Go, get thee gpne^ I fay. 
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SCENE VII. 

Enter Petruchie and Horrenfio, ivith meat. 

Pet, How fares my Kate ? what^ fweeting, aH 
amort ? 

Hor, Miilrefs, what chear ? 

Cath, 'Faith, as cold as can be. 

Pet, Pluck up thy fpirits ; look chearfidlj upon 
me. 
Here, love, thou feed how diligent I am, 
To drefs thy meat myfelf, and bring it thee : 
I'm fure, (weet Kate, this kindnefs merits thanks. 
What, not a word ? nay, then, thou lov'ft it not j " 
And all my pains is forttd to na proof f. 
Here, take away the difli. 

Cath, I pray you let it fland. 

Pet, The pooreft fervice is repaid with thanks ;: . 
And fo iliall mine^ before you touch the meat. 

Cath, I' thank you. Sir. 

Hor. Signior Petruchio^ fy, you are to blame t 
Come, Miftrefs Kate, I'll bear you company. 

Pet, Eat it up all, Horteniio, if thou loveft me ;— 

Much good do it unto thy gentle heart ; 
Kate, eat apace. And now,, my honey-love. 
Will we return, unto thy father's houfe, 
And revel it as bravely as the beft. 
With filken coats, and caps, and golden rings, 
W^ith ruffs, and cu^Fs, and fardingals,. and things : 
With fcarfs, andfans, and double change of brav'ry. 
With amber bracelets, beads, and all this knav'ry. 
What, haft thou din'd ? the taylor ftays thy lcifurc> 
To deck thy body with his ruftling treafure. 

f And all my labouz has. ended ia nothiog,. or fnvfi 
BOtbin^. Jobnfwu 
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SCENE VIII. 

Eitter Taylor. 
CoTDCf taylor, let us fee thefe ornaments. 
£»ter Haberdaficr. 

Lay forth the sown. What news with you, Sir? 

Hab, Here- is the cap your worflup did befpeak. 

Pet. Why, this was moulded on a porringer, 
A velvet diih ; fy, fy^ 'tis lewd and filthy : 
Why, 'tis a cockle or a wahmt-fhell, 
A knack, a toy, ar trick, a baby's cai>. 
Away with it ; come, let me have a msger. 

Cath. I'U have no b^ger ; this dorii nt the time; 
And gentlewomen wear fuch caps as thefe. 

Pet, When you are gentle, you fhall have one too. 
And not 'till then* 

Hor. That will not be In haAe. 

Cath. Why, Sir, I truft I may have leave to fpeak, 
And foeak I will. I am nd child, no babe f 
Your betters have endur'd me fay my mind j 
And, if you cannot, bcft you ftop your ears. 
My tongue will tell the. anger of my heart, 
Or elfe my heart, concealing it, will break i 
And rather than it jfhall, I will be free, 
Even to the utmoft as I pleafe in words. 

Pet, Why, thou fay'ft true, it is a paltry cap, 
A cuftard coffin, a bauble, a iilken pie : 
i love thee well, in that thou Uk'fl it nor. 

Cath. Love me, or love me not, I like fh< cap; 
And I will have it, or I wiU have none. 

Pet, Thy gown? why, ay. Come, taylor, jet 

usfee't. 
O mercy, heav'n, what malking ftufF is here ? 
What ? this a fleeve ? 'tis like a demi-cannon ; 
^ What, up and down carv'd like an apple-tart ? 
'Here's fnip, and nip, and cut, and flim, and fTafii, 
Like to a ccnfer in a barber's /hop : 
Why, what a-devil's name, taylor, call'ft thou this? 

£ior, I fee /he's like to'vc neither cap nor gown. 
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Tay. You bid me make it orderly and well, 
According to the falhion of the time. ' 
, Pet. Marry, and did : but if you be rcmembred, 
I did not bid you mar it to the time. 
Go, hop me over every kennel home, 
For you iliall hop without my cuftom. Sir : 
ni none of it ;• hence, make your beft of it, 

CatL I never faw a better falliion'd gown,. 
More quaint, more pleafmg, nor more commendable. 
Belike you mean to make a puppet of me. 

Pet, Why, true, he means to make a puppet of 
the©. 

Tay. She fays^ your worfliip means to make « 
puppet of her. 

' Pet Oh moft monftrous Arrogance ! 
Thou lieft, thou thread, thou thimble. 
Thou yard, three-quarters, half-yard, quarter, nail. 
Thou flea, thou nit, thou winter cricket, thou ! 
Brav'd in mine own houfe with a ikein of thread; 
Away, thou rag, thou quantity, thou remnant, • 
Or I ihall fo be -mete thee with thy yard. 
As thou flialt think on prating whilft thou liv'fl : 
I tell thee, I, that thou haft marrM her gown. 

Tay, Yourworihip is deceiv'd; the gown is made 
Juft as my mafter had diredion. 
Grumio gave order how it fhould be done. 

Gru, I gave him no order, I gave him the ftufF. 

Tay, But how did you defire it fhould be made ? 

Gru, Marry, Sir, with needle and thread. 

Tay. But did you not requeft^ to have it cut ? 

Gru, Thou haft fec'd many things, - 

Tay, I have. 
• Gru, Face not me ; thou haft brav'd many men^ 
brave not me ; I will neither be fac'd, nor bravM. 
I fay unto thee, I bid thy mafter cut out the gown, 
but I did not bid him cut it to pieces. ErgOy thou 
lieft. 

Tay. Why, here is the note of the failiioa ta 
teftify. 

Pet, Kesid it, 

Gru> The note lies in his throat, if he fay I faid fo% 

Tay, Imprimis^ a loofe-bpdied gown* 
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Gru. Mailer, if ever I fsad loofe-bodied gown. 
Cow me up in the fkirts of it, and beat me ta deat&. 
iritb a bottbm of browa thread: I iaid » gown* ^ 

Pet. Proceed- 

Tay, With a (mail compafb-cape. 

Gru. I confefs the cape. 

Tay. With a trunk-fkeve* 

Gru. I con.fefe two. fteeves. 

Tay. The flceves curioufl)^ cut. 

Pet. Aj, there's the villaay. 

Gr». Error i' th' billy Sir, error i* th' biH. I com* 
manded the fleeves fliould be cut out, and fowM 
ap again ; and that I'll prove ivpon thee, th«^ th/ 
little finger be armed in a thimble. 

Tay. This is true that I fay ; an I had thee in 
place where, thou fliou'dft know it. 
. Gru. 1 am for th^e Ibraight : take thou the bill, 
give me thy mete-x^i^^i ^<i^ fpare not me. 

Hor. God a-mercy, Gnimio, then he fhall hav^ 
no odds. 

Pet. Well, Sir, in brief, the goMrn is not ftrme, 

Oru. You are i' th' rig^r, Sar, 'rfe for myiniftrefs. 

Pet. Go take it up unto thy matter's ufe. 

Gru. Villain, not for thy life : take up npy ail- 
ftrelVs gown for tliy mafter's ufe ! 

Pit. Why, Sir, what's your conceit in that? 

Gr0. Oh, Sir, the conceit is deeper thsm you thinly 
for. 
Take up my miftrefs's gown unto his maftcr's ufc ! 
Oh,fy,fy, fy! 

Pet. Horteniio, fay thou wilt fee the taylor paid. 

Co take it hence, be gone, and fay no more. 
Hor. Taylor, I'll pay thee for thy gown to-mor-« 

row; 
Take no unkindnefe of his hafty words : 
Away, I fay; commend me to thymafter. [J?*/* Tay. 
Pet. Well, come, my Kate, we will unto your 

father's. 
Even in thefe honed mean habiliments : 
Our p^urfes /liall be proud, our garments poor; 
For 'tis the mind that makes the body rich : 
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And as .^le-fuu bneaks through the darkeft ckniis, 
So honour peereth in the meancfl: habk. 
What, is the jay inoi^ precious than the hakj 
Becaufe hLs leathers are more beautiful ? 
Or is the adder better than the eel, 
Becaufe his painfied Ikin canteats the eye ? 
Oh, no, good Kate ; neither art thou the worfc 
For this poor furniture, and mean ^rray. 
if thou account^ft it ihame, ky it on fne ; 
And therefore frolic ; we will hence forthwith, 
To feaft and fport us at thy father^ houfe. 
Go call my men, and let us ftraight to him, 
And bring our,hocfes unto Long-lane end; 
There will we moimt, and thither walk on foot* 
Let's fee,, I think 'tis now fome fevcn o'clock, 
And .well we may come there by dinner time, 

Catit, I d^% aflltre you. Sir, 'tis almoft two; 
And 'twill be fupper-time ere you come there. 

Pat. It fliall be feven, <jre I go to horfe. 
Look^ what I fpeak, or do, or think to do^ 
You are flill croffing it.' Sirs, let't alone, 
J will not go to-day, and ere I do. 
It ihall be what o'clock I fay it is. 

lion Why, fo : this gallant will command the fun. 

lExemt Pet. Cath. and Hor. 

[The Prefentcrs, above, focak here. 

Lord. iVhd*s vithia th^eP [Sly fieeps* 

Enter Servants, 

Afleep again ! go take him eafily up^ and put him 
in his (Twn apparel again. But fee you wak$ him 
not in any cafe, 

Serv. It Jball be done^ tnyLord'y comcy help to hear 
himjience, [They heAr off Sly. 

S C E N E IX. 
Before Baptiila's Houfe^ 

Enter TrzxiiOj and the Pedant dref^d UkeVmcenlio, 

Tra, Sir, this is the houfe: pleafe it you that I 
caU? 
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iVrf. Ay, what elfc? and (but I be deceived,) 

Signior Baptifta may rememhcr me 
Is tar twenty years ago in Genoa, 
A\here ve were lodgers, at the Pegafus. 

Tra. 'Tis well, and hold your own in any cafe 
\ . ith fuch aufterjty as 'longeth to a father. 

Enter Biondellp. 1 

Fed. I warrant you : but, Sir, here comes your 
boy; 
'Twere good he were fchool'd. 

Tra. F?ar you not him. Sirrah, Biondello, 
Now do your duty throughly, I advileyoui 
Iniigine 'twere the right Vincentio. 

Bion, Tut, fear not me. 

Tra. But haft thou done thy errand to Baptifta? 

Bion. 1 told him that your father A^as In Venice j 
And that you look'd for him this day in Padua. 

Tra, Th'art a tall fellow ; hold thee that to drink. 
Here coines Baptifta ; fet yoiu- countenance, Sir. 

S C E N E X. 

Enter Baptifta and Lucentio. 

Tra, Signior Baptifta, you are happily met. 
Sir, this is the gentleman I told you of; 
I pray you ftand, good father, to me now. 
Give n^e Bianca for my patrimony. 

Fed. Soft, fon. Sir, by your leave, having come 
(o Padua 
To gaiiicr m iome debts, my fon Lucentio 
Made me acquainted with a weighty caufe 
Of love between your daughter and himfelf: 
And for the good report I hear of you. 
And for the love he bearetb to your daughter, 
And fhe to him ; to ftay him not too long, 
1 am content, in a good father's care. 
To have him match'd; and if you pleafe to like 
No worfe than I, Sir, upon fome agreement. 
Me fliall you find moft ready and moft willing, 
"With one confent, to have her fo heftowed: 
For curious I cannot be with you, 
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Signior Baptifta, of whom I hear fo weU. 

Bap. Sir, pardon me in what I have to fay: 
Your plaimiefs and your fb ortnefs pieafe me well. 
Right true it is," your fon Lucentio here 
Doth love my daughter, and fhe loveth him, 
Or both diflemble deeply their aifeft ions ; 
And therefore if you laynoinore than this, 
That like a father you will deal with him, 
And pafs my daughter a fuflkient dowry, 
The match is made, and all is done ; 
Your fon fhall have my daughter with confent. 

Tra, I thank you, Sir. Where then, do you 
know beft, 
Be we affied ; and fuch alfiinince ta'en. 
As Ihall with either partes agreement ftand ? 

Bap. Not in my houfe, Lucentio ; for, you know, 
pitchers have eafs, and I have many fervants 5 
Befides, old Gremio is hearkning ftill j 
And, haply, then we might be interrupted. 

Tra» Than at my lodging, an it like you, Sir: 
There doth my father ly 5 and there this night 
We'll pafs the bufinefs privately and well. 
Send for your daughter oy your fervant here; 
Mv boy mall fetch the fcnvener prefently. 
The worfl is this, that at fo flender warning 
You're like to have a thin and' flender pittance. 

Bap, It likes me well. Go, Gambio, hie you home, 
And Did Bianca m^ke her ready ftraight ; 
And, if you will, tell what hath happen'd here :. 
Xucentio's father is arriv'd in Padua, 
And how fhe's like to be Lucentio's wife. 

Luc. I pray the gods (he may, with all my hearri 

Tra. DatUynot with the gods, but get thee gone. 
Signior Baptifta, fhall I lead the way ? 
Welcome"! one mefs is like to be yoiir chear. 
Come, Sir, we will better it in Pifa, 

Bap, I'll follow you. [Exeufit^ 

Vol. HI. U 
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SCENE XI. , 

Enter Lucentio and Blondello. 

Bion. Gambio. 

Luc, What fay'ft thou, Blondello ? 

£ion. You faw 017 mailer wink, and laugh upon 
you. 

Luc. Biondello, what of that ? 

Bion, 'Faith nothing ; but he's left me here be- 
hind, to* expound the meaning or moral of his iigns 
and tokens. 

Luc» I pray th^e, moralize them. 

Bion. Then thUs. Baptifla is fafe, talking with 
the deceiving father of a deceitful fon. 

Luc. And what of him ? 

Bion. His. daughter is to be brought hj you te 
fthe fuppcr. 

Luc. And ftien ? 

Bion. The old pr;e(t at St Xuke's church is at 
your command at all hours. 

Luc* And what of all this? 

Biop. I cannot tell, except they are .bufied about 
a counterfeit afliirance ; take your afliirance of her, 
Cumprivilegio ad imprimendum folum ; to th' jchurch' 
take the prieft, xlerk^ and fomc fufficient honeft 
"witneflfes. If this be not that you look for, I have 
no more to fay, but bid Bianca farewell for ever and 
;a day. 

Luc. Hear'ft thou, Biondello? 

Bion. I cannot tarry ; I knew a wench married 
in an afternoon, as flie went to the garden for 
parfley to fhifF^ rabbit ; and fo may you ; Sir, and 
fo adieu. Sir ; my mafter hath appointed me to go 
to St Luke's, to bid the pried: be ready to come 
againflyou come with your appendix. . [Exit, 

Luc, I may and will, if flie be fo contented : 
She will be pleas'd, then wherefore fhould I doubt ? 
Hap what hap may, I'll roundly ^o about her : 
ilt inall go hard, if Gambio go without .her. 

lExM. 
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SCENE XII. 

A green Lane. ■ 

Enter Petruchio, Catharina, and Hortenfio, 

P«/. Come on, o' God's name, once more, tovv'rds 
our father's. 
Good Lord, how bright and goodly fhines the moon J 

€ath. The moon I the ftm : it is not moon-light 
now. 

Pet. I fay it is the moon that fliines fo bright. 

Cath, I know it is the /un that Hiines fo bright. 

Pet, Now by my mother's fon,' and that's myfelf, 
It fhall be moon, or ftar, or what I lift, 
Or ere I' journey to your father's houfe : 
Go on, and fetch our horfes back again. 
Evermore croft and croil,.notiuog but cr^ft ! 

Hor, Say as he fays, or we (hall never go. 

Cath. Forward, I pray, fincewcare comefofar^. 
And be it moon, or lun, or what you pleafe : 
And if you pleafe to call it a rufh candle, 
Henceforth I vow it fhaU be fo for me. 

Pttm I fay it is the moon. 

Cath* I know it is the moon.< 

Pett Nay, then you lie ; it is the blefled fun. 

Catk^ Then God be bleft, it is tjiic blefled fun. 
But fun it is not, when you fay it is not; 
And the moon changes even as your mind. 4 
What you .will have it named, even that it is, 
And fo it /hall be fo for Catharine. 

Hor, Petruchio, go thy way, . the field is worn 

Per, Well,, forward, forward ; . thus the bow 
fhould run. 
And not unluckily againft the bias. 
But fofty.fome company is coming here^ 

Ua 
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SCENE XIII. 

Enter Vincentio 

Good morrow, gentle mUb-efsy where away f ? 

[To Vincentiow 
Tell me, fweet Kate, and tell me truly too. 
Haft thou beheld a frefher gentlewoman? 
Such war of white and red within her cheeks ! 
What -ftars do Tpanglc heaven with fuch beauty. 
As thofe two eyes become that heav'nly face ? 
Fair lovely maid, once more eood day to thee : 
Sweet Kate, embrace her for her beauty's fake. 

Hor, He will make the man mad, to make a wo* 
man of him. 

Cath. Young budding virgin, fair, and frefh, and 
Whither away, or where is thy abode ? pwect, 
inappy ic "ir?nts of fo fair a child ; 
Happier the man whom favourable £lars 
Allot thee for his lovely bedfellow ! 

Pet Why, how now, Kate? I hope th^artBoC 
This is a man, old, wrinklied, faded, withcr'd, [iia4! 
And not a maiden, as thoa f^y^il he is. 

f In the firft iketch of this play, printed ia 1^07, we 
£nd two i'peecbes in this place worth ftcics^ing, %nd 
feemiog to be of the hand of Sh^Ucefpeare, tbo' the reft o€ 
that play is far iafcrioi. Fofc. 

- Fair lovely maidcti, young and affable^ 
More dear of hue, and far more beavtiful 
Than precious fardodyr, or purpli^rocki 
Of amechifts, or gUflering hyacinth ■ ■ 

Sweet Catharine, this lovely woman * 

Cath. Fair lovely lady, bright and cry(hlUne» 
Beauteous and (lately as the cye-train'd bird ; 
As glorious as the morning waih'd with d«w, 
Within whofe eyes fhe cakes her dawning beams^ 
And golden fummer fleeps upon thy cheeks ; 
Wrap up thy radiations in foroe cloud, 
Left that thy beauty make this ftately town 
Uninhabitable as the burning zone, 
With fweet refle^ons of thy lovely face* 
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Cath. Pardon, old father, my miflaken eyes, 
That have been fo bedazled with the fun. 
That every thing I look on feemeth green. 
Now I perceive thou art a reverend lather : 
Pardon, I pray thee, for my mad mifbaking. 

Pjit, Do, good old grandfire j and withal mak* 
known 
Which way thou travelldft : if along with us, 
We fhall be joyful of thy company. 

Vin. Fair Sir, and you my merry Miftrefs, 
That with your ftrange encounter much amaz'd me j ; 
My name is- call'd Vincenti»^ my dwelling Pifa 5 
And bound I am to Padua, there to vifit 
A'fon of mine, which long Thave notfecn. 

Ptu What is his name ? 

Vin, Lucentio, gentle Sir. 

Pet, Happily met, the happier for thy fon.^ 
And now by law, as well as reverend age, 
I may entitle thee my. loving father. 
The fifter of my wife, this gentlewoman. 
Thy fon by this hath married. Wonder not, , 
Nor be not grievM ; Ihe is of good ,efle'em, 
Her dowry wealthy, and of worthy birth; . 
Bi»fide, fo qualified as may befeem 
The fpoufe of any noble ge^itleman. . 
Let me embrace with old Vincentio j * 
And wander we to fee thv honcfl fon, . 
Who will of thy arrival be full joyous. 

Vin, But is this true, or is it elle your pleafure^ » 
Like pleafant travellers, to break a jeil 
Upon the company you overtake.? 

Hor, I do aflilre thee, father, fo it is. 

Pft. Come, go along, and fee the truth hereof: • 
F*r our firft merriment hath made thee jealous. ^ ^ 
[Exeunt Pet. Cath. and Vin. . 

Hor. Well,. Petruchio, this hath put me in heart* - 
Have to my widow ; and if flie be froward. 
Then haft thou taught Hortenfio to be untoward. . 

[Exit. . 
U13 
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A C T V. S C E N E I. 

. Before Lncentio*/ Houfe. 

. Enter Biondello, Lucentio and Bianca^ Gremiot 
liialking on one fide* 

Biondelh. 

Softly and fwiftly, Sir, for the prieft is ready. 
Luc. I fly, Biondello ; but they may chance to 
need thee at home, therefore leave us» 

Bion, Nay, faith, I'll fee the church o' your 
back, and then come back to my mailer as foon as T 
can. ^ t-^** 

Gre» I marvel Cambio comes not all this while. 

£» f«r Petruchio, Gatharina, Vincentio afK/Grumio^ 
'With attendants. 

Pet. Sir, here^s the door, this ig Lucentio'shoufe^. 
My*father^s bears more towards the market-place $ 
Thither muft I, and "here I leave you. Sir. 

Vin, You fhall not chufe but drink before you go ;, 
I think I Ihall command your welcome here j 
And by all likelihood fome chear is toward. 

{Knocku 

Gre. They're bufy within, you were bell knock 
louder. [Pedant looks out of the -window . 

Ped, What's he thai knocks as he would beat 
down the gate ? 

Vin Is Signior Lucentio within,. Sir ? 

Ped. He's within, Sir, but not to be fpokcnwithab 

Vin, What, if a man bring him a hundred pounds 
or two, to make merry withal ? 

Ped. Keep your hundred pounds to yourfelf, he 
ihall need none fo long as I live. 

Pet. Nay, I told you your fon was belov'd in 
Padua. Do you hear, Sir ? to leave frivolous cir- 
cumftances, I pray you tell Signior Lucentio diat 
his father is come from pifa, and is here at the 
door to fpeak with him. 
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Pfd. Thou licft ; his father b come to Padua, 
and here looiung out of the window. 

Fin. Art thou his father ? 
^ Fed, Ay, Sir, fo his mother fa/s, if I may be* 
iieve her. 

P»/. Why, how now^ gentleman ; why, this im 
flat knavery, to take upon you another man's name; 

Fed. Lay hands on the villain: I believe he. 
means to cozen fomebody in this dty^ under mr 
fibuntenance. 

S C E N E ir. 

Eftter Biondello. 

Bion. I have feen them in the church together^. 
God fend 'em good fhifjping ! but who is here > 
mine old Mafter Vincentio ? now we are undone^ 
and brought to nothing. 

Fin. Come hither, crackhemp. [i'ffw^g; Biondelloi 

Bion. I hope I may chufe, Sir. 

Vift, Gome hither, you rogue j. what, have you 
forgot me ? ' 

Bion, Forgot you? no, Sir; I could not forget 
you, for I never faw you before in all my life. 

Fin. What, you notorious villain, didft thou nc- 
ver fee thy matter's father, Vincentio? 

Bioff. What,. my old worship ful old mafter? yes, 
marry. Sir,, fee ivhere he looks out of the window. 

Fin. Is't (oy indeed? IHe beats Biondello. 

Bion, Help, help,, help! here's a^madman will 
murder me. 

Ped. Help, fon ; help, Signior Baptifta. 

Pet. Pr'y thee, Kate, let's ftand afide, and fe^ the, 
end of this controverfy. , U'^^y retire^ 

Enter Pedant vfith Servants^ Baptifta and Tranio. . 

Tra. Sir, what are you> that offer to beat my 
fervant ? 

Fin. What am I, Sir! nay, what are you. Sir? 
Oh, immortal gods ! oh, fine villain ! a fdken doul 
Wet, a velvet Eofe^ a icarlet cloak, and a Gopatain 
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hat * : 6^1, I am undone ! I am imdone ! While I 
play the good hufhand at home, my fon and my 
lervants fpend all at the univerfity. 

Tra. How now, what's the matter? 

Bap* What^ is this man lunatic ? 

Tra^ Sir, you feem a fober ancient gentleman by 
your habit, but your words ihew a madman : why# 
Sir, what concerns it you, if I wear pearl and 
gold ? I thank my good father, I am able to main« 
tain it. 

Vin. Thy father ! oh villain, he is a fail-maker 
in Bergamo. 

Bap. Ybu midake, Sir, you miflakis, Sir ; pray, 
what do you tliink is his name ? 

Vin, His name ? as if I knew not his name : I 
have brought him up ever fincc he was three years 
old, and his name is Tranio. 

Fed, Away, away, mad afs ! his name is Lucentio » 
and he is mine only Ton, and heir to the lands of 
ihe Signior Vipcentio* 

Vin, Luceittio ! oh he hath murdered his mafter ; 
lay hold of him, I charge yo, uin the Duke's name^ . 
Oh, my f<Ai, my fon ! tell. me, xhou villain, where is 
xny fon Lucentio ? 

. Tra. Call forth an officer; carry this mad knave = 
to the Jail : Father Baptifla, I charge you, fee that 
be be forthcoming. 

Vfff. Carry me to jail ? 

Gre» Stay, officer, he /hall not go to prifon. 

Bap. Talk not, Signior Grcmio z I lay,, he fhall 
go to prifon. 

Gre. Take heed, Signior Baptifta, left, you be 
coney-catch'd in this bujGnefs ; I dare fwear this is . 
the right Vincentio. 

Ped. Swear if thou dar'ft. 

Gre. Nay, I dare not fwear it. 

Tra, Then thou wert beft fay that I am not Lur 
ccntio ? - 

Gre, Yes, I know thee to be Signior Lucentio. 



was 
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ancieotlj worn by well dieflcd men. Jobrf9n* 
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Bap* Away with the dotard, to the jail wkb 
himf 

Enter Lucentio and Bianca. 

Vin, Thus ftrangers may be hal'd aiwl abusM ^ 
oh, nionflrous villain ! 

Bion, Oh, we arefpoilM, and yonder he is; denjr 
bim, forfwear him, or elfe we are all undone. 

\Exeunt Biondello, Tranio and Pedant* 

SCENE III. 

Z«^. Pardon, fweet father. \KntiUfig^ 

Vin, Lives my fweet fon ? 

Bian» Pardon, dear father. 

Bap. How hail thou ofiFended? where is Lu- 
centio > 

Luc. Here's Lucent}o, right fon to the right Vil^ 
centio, 
That have by marriage made thy daughter mine ! 
While counterfeit fuppofers bleer'd thine eyne. 

Gre> Here's packing with a witnefs, to deceiv* 
us all. 

Vin. Where is that damned vUla^in Tranio, 
That fac^d and bravM me in this matter fo ? 

Bap. Why,, tell me, is not this my Cambio ? 

Bian. Cambio is chang'd into Lucentio. 

Luc. Love wrought thefe miracles. Bianca'ifc' 
Idade mo exchatigc my (late with Trai^io,, [teve. 
While he did bear my countenance in the town : 
And happily \ have arriv'd at lafl 
Unto the wifhed haven of my blifs. 
What Tranio did, myfetf enforced him to ; 
Then pardon him, fweet father, for my fake* 

Vin. I'll fUt the villain's noCe,. that would hav^. 
fent me to the jail. 

Bap. But do you bear, Sir,, have you marritd 
my daughter without aiking my eood will ? 

Vin. Fear not, Baptifta, we win content you ; gp^- 
to : but I will in, to be revenged on this.vill9>in* 

iExiU 

Bap. And Z9 to found the depth of this knavery. 

[Exiu 
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Luc. Look not pale, Bianca, thy father will not 
frown. \_Exeuuf, 

Gre. My cake is dough, but I'll in among the refV, 
Out of hope of all but my fliare of the feaft. \Exiu 
' [Petruchio and Catharina advancing, 

Cath, Hufband, let's follow, to fee the end of 
this ado. 
. Pet. Firft kifs me, Kate, and we will. 
Cath. What, in the midft of the ftreet ? 
Pet. What, art thou aihamM of me ? 
CMth, No, Sir, God forbid ; but afham'd to kifs. 
Pet. Why, then let's home again : come, /irrah, 

let's away. 
Catk. Nay, I will give thee a kifs ; now, pray 

thee, love, ftay. 
Pet. Is not this well ? Come, my fweet Kate j 
Better once than never^ for never too late. 

SCENE IV. 
Changes to Lucestio's Apartment. ' 

Enter Baptifta, Vincentio, Gremio, Pedant, Lii« 
centio, Bianca, Tranio, Biondello, Petruchio, 
Catharina, Grumio, Hortenfio, and Widovf, Tra- 
mo^s.fervants bringing in a banquet, 

Luc' At lift, tho^long, our jarring notes agree, t- 
And time it i», when raging war is 'done. 
To fmile at 'fcapes and peril* over»blown. 
My fair Bianca, bid my father welcome, 
While I with felf-fame kindnefs welcome thine. 
Brother Petruchio,- Sifter Catharine, 
And thou Hortenfio, with thy loving vndow, 
Feaft with the beft, and welcome to my houfe : 
JWy banquet is to dofe our ftomachs up 
After our great good cbear. Pray you fit down ; 
Bor now we fit tor chat, as well as eat. 

Pet. Nothing but fit and fit, and eat and eat ! 

Baj). Padua affords this kindnefs, fon Petnichio, . 

Pett Padua-aiords nothing but wlmt is kiod^ 
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Hor. For both our fakes, I would that word were 

true. 
Pet. Now, for my life, HortenHo fears his widow. 
IVid, Tlien never truft me, if I be afeard. 
.Pet. You are very fenfible, and yet you mifs my 

fenfe : 
vl mean, Hortenlio is alfeard of you. 

IVid, He that is giddy, tiiink^ the world turns 

round. 
J^et. Roundly replied/ 
Catk. Mifh-ers, how mean you that ? 
Wid, Thus I conceive by him. 
J^et, Conceives by me, how likes Hortenfio that ? 
Hor. My widow fays, thus fhe conceives her tale. 
Pet \cTy well mended; kifs him for that, good ' 

widow. 
Cath. Me that is giddy, thinks the world turns 

round 

I pray you, tell mc what you meant by that. 

Wid. Your hufband, being troubled with a (hreWf 
Meafures my hufband's forrow by his woe ; 
And now you know my meaning. ' 
Cath: A very meaa meaning. 
Wid. Right, I mean you. 
Cath. And I am mean, itideed, Tefpefting yoiu 
Pet. To her, Kate. 
ifor. To her, widow. 
Pet. A hundred merks, my Kate does put hef 

down. 
Hor. That's my office. 
Pet. Spoke like an officer ; ha^ to thee, lad. 

J' Drinks to Ho^tenfio, . 
e quick-witted folks ? 
Ctt^. Believe me, Sir, they butt heads together 

well. 
Bian. Head and butt ? ,an hafly-witted body 
-Would fay, your head and butt were head and horn* 
Vin. Ay, Miftrefs Bride, hath that awaken'd you? 
- Mian. Ay, but not frighted me, therefore I'llfleep 
again. 
JPet. Nay, that thou /halt jiot| fince you hai^e 
begun: 
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Have at you for a better jeft* or two. 

Bian. Am I your bird ? I irean to fliift my bullii 
And then purfue me, as you draw your bow. 
You are welcome all. 

[^Exeunt Bianca, Catharine, and Widow. 

Pet, She hath prevented me. Here, Signiar 
Tranio, ' 
This bird you aimM at, tho* you hit it not; 
Therefore a health to all that (hot and mifsM. 

Tra, Oh, Sir, Lucentio (lipM me like his grey- 
hound, 
Whicli runs himfelf, and catthes for his mafter. 

Pet. A good fwift fimile, but fomething currifli, 

Tra. 'Tis well, Sir, that you hunted for yourfelf ; 
^is thought your deer does hold you at a bay. 

Bap. Oh, oh, Petruchio, Tranio hits you now. 

Luc, I thank thee for that pird, good Tranio. 

Hor. Confefs, confefs, hath he not hit you there f 

Pet, He hath a little galPd me, 1 confefs j 
And as the jeft did glance a\^y from me* 
'Tis ten to one it maim'd you two outrignt. 

Bap, Now, in good fadnefs, fon Petruchio, 
I think thou haft the verrieft fhrew of all. 

Pet, Well, I fay, No^ and therefore for affiirance^ 
Let's each one fend unto his wife ; and he 
Whofe wife is moft obedient to come firfl, 
When he doth fend for her, fliall win the wager« 

Hor, Content; what wager? 

Luc, Twenty crowns. 

Pet Twenty crowns ! 
ni venture fo much on my hawk or hotHid^ 
But twenty times fo much upon my wife, 

Luc, A hundred then. ' 

H»r, Content. 

Pet. A match, 'tis done. 

Hor, Who fhall begin ? 

Lhc, That will I. 
>Go. Riondello, bid vour miftrefs c6me to roe. 

Bhn, I go. ' lExtr. 

Baj', Son, Til be yout halfl Bianca comes. 
*Zm€. rU have no halves : I'll bear it all xqyie& 
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Rc'enter Biondello. 

How now, what news > 

Blon. Sir, my miftrefs fends 70U word 
That Ihe is boif, and•c^nnot come. 

Pet. How ? ihe's buf/ and cannot come 1 is that 
aaaafwer? 

Gre. Ay, and a kind one too : 
Pray God, Shr, your wife fend you not a worfe. 

Pet, I hope better. 

Hor. Sirrah, Biondello, go and intreat my wife 
to come to me forthwith. [,Exit Biondello. 

Pet. Oh, ho ! intreat her 1 nay, then Ihe needs 
mu ft come. * 

Hor, I am afraid, Sir* do you what you can, 

Eifter Biondello. 

Tc;urs will not be intreatcd. Now, where's my wife ? 

Bion, She faysypu have fome goodly jeft in hand 5 
She will not come : (he bids you come to her. 

Pet. Worfe and worfe,- file will not come 1 
Oh viJe, intolerable, not to be indur'd : 
5irrah, Grumio, go to your miftrefs, 
Say I command her to come to nic. [£*// Gmmio. 

Hor, I know her anfwer. 

Pet, What? 

H')r, She will not. 

Pet, The fotiler fortune mine, and there's an end. 

SCENE V. 

Ent^r Catharrna. 

Map, Now, by my hoUidam, here comes Ca- 
tharine ! 
Cath, What ia.your will. Sir, that you fend for 

me ? 
Pet. Where is your fiftcr, and Hortenfio^s wife ? 
Cath, They fit conferring by the parlour fire. 
Pet. Go fetch them hither; if they deny to come. 
Swinge me them foundly forth unto their huibands j 
Away, i fay, and bring them hither ftraight. 

[£*/; Catharina* 
Vol. III. X 
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Imc. Here is a wonder, if you talk of a wonder. 

Hor, And fo it is : I wonder what it bodes. 

Ptu Marry^ peace it bodes, and love^ and quiet 
life, 
And awful rule, and right fupremacy : 
And, to be fhort, what not, tnat^s Tweet and happy. 

Bap. Now fair befal thee, good Petruchio I 
The wager thou haft won ; and I will add 
Unto th^ir loflcs twenty thoufand crowns, 
Another dowry to another daughter ; 
For Hie is changed, as (he had never been. 

PeU Nay, I will win my wager-better yet, 
And fhow more iign of her obedience. 
Her new-built virtue and obedience. 

Entw Catharina, Bianca, and Widow,, 

See where (he comes, and brings your frowani 

wives 
As prifoners to her womknly perfuafion. 
Catharine, that cap of yours becomes you not ; 
Off with that bauble, throw it under foot. 

[She pulls off her cap^ and throws it down* 

Wid, Lord let me never have a caufe to figh, 
'Till I be brought to fuch a fdly pais ! 

Bian. Fy, what a foolifh duty, call you this ? ^ 

Luc, I would your duty were as. foolifh too ! 
The wifdom of your duty, fair' Bianca, 
God me an hundred crowns fince fupper-time. 

Bian, The more fool you, for laymc on my duty. 

Pet, Catharine, I - charge tfaee, teu thefe head- 
fh-ong women 
What duty they owe to their lords and hufbands. 

Wid. Come, come, youVe mocking; we will have 
no telling. 

Pet. Come on, I fay, and^firfl begin with her. 

Wid. Shefhallnot. ^ 

Pet, I fay, fhe (hall ; and firft begm with her. 

Cath, Fy! iy\ unknit that threatning unkmd 
brow. 
And dart not fcomful Ranees from thofe tyts^ 
To wound thy lord,, thy king, thy governor. 
It blots thy beauty, as frofts oite the meads ^ 
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€onf(Mmd8 thy faine, as whirlwinds ihake fair buds; 
And in no fenfe is meet or amiable. 
A woman-mov'd is like a fountain troubled. 
Muddy, ill-feenling, thick, bereft of beauty ; 
And while it is fo, none fo dry or thirfly 
Will deign to fip or touch one drop of it. 
Thy hufband is thy lord, thy life, thy keeper, 
Thy ^ead, thy fovcreignj one that cares for thee, 
And fo^ thy maintenance : commits his body 
To painful labour, both by fea and land; 
To watch the night in ftorms, the day in cold, 
While thou ly'ft warm at home, fecure and fafe, 
And crates no other tribute at thy hands. 
But love, fair looks^ and true obedience ; 
Too little payment for fo great a debt. 
Such duty as the fubjeft owes the prince. 
Even fudiv a'woman oweth to her hufband : 
And when Ale's froward, peevifh, fuilen, four, 
And not obedient to his honed will, 
What is (he but a foul contending rebel, 
^d gracelefs traitor to her loving lord ? 
I am ailiamM that women are fo hmple. 
To offer war where they fhould kneel for peace, - 
Or feek for rule, fupremacy, and fway, 
When they are bound to lerve, love, and obey. 
Why are our bodies Toft, and weak, and fmooth, « 
Unapt to toil and trouble in the world, . 
But^hat our foft conditions and our heai|^5 
Should well agree with our exteVhal parts ? 
Gpme> come, you froward and unable worms« 
My mind hath been as big as one of yours. 
My heart as great, my reafon haply more. 
To bandy word for word, and frown for frown ; 
But now I fee our launces are but ftraws, 
Our (brength as weak, our weaknefs pad compare; 
That feeming to be mod, which we indeed leau are. 
Then vale your ftomachs, for it is no boot, 
And place your hands below your hufband*s foot : 
In token of which duty, if he pleafe, 
My hand is ready, may it do him eafe. 
Ptt. Why, there's a wench : come ont and ki& 
me^ Kate. "" 

X a 
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Luc. Well, go thy ways, old lad, for duw Ihalt 

ha't. 
Vin, 'Tis a good hearing, when cfaildzvii are to* 

ward. 
Luc. But a harfli hearing, when women are firor 

ward. 
Fet, Cqme, Kate, we^ to bed ; 
We three are married, but you two are {ptsd, 
*Twas I won the wager, tho' you hit the * whlt^ ; 
,And being a winner, God give you good night. 

iExesMt Petruduo and Gauaarine^ 
ly ways, thou hafl tam'd a corsM 
fbrew." 
Luc. *Tis a wonder,, by your kaye^ fhe will be 
tam^d fo. ^ \_Exeunt omncs. 

Enter two fervants bearing Sly in his own apparel, 
and leaving, him on the fliage. Then enter a 
Tapftcr. 

Sly awaking.] A'w, give's fame more wine-^WAat^ 
all the players gone P am not I a lord ? 

Tap. Alord^ luitlua, murrain I come^ art ihotk. 
drunk ftill? 

Sly.. Who^s this ? Tapfter ! oh, I have had thi 
kravefl dream that ever thou heardft in all thy lif^' 

Tap. Yea, marry, but thou hadft heft get thte 
home, for your ivifi ivHl cur ft you for drgamii^ 
here all night, 

SJy. Wnljbe P^ I know honv to tame a ihrew. / 
dreamt upon it alkthis nighty and thou haft waJ^d 
rue out cf the beft dream that ever I had. Bmt PU 
to iny Vfife, and tame her too^ if fit anger me, 

* To hit the vtbife is a pbrafe 4}orrowcd Aom tr* 
fihery : the mai k was commoalj white. Hetie it aUttdei 

to the ^axne Biancsy or. white. Johai^D*. 
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Dlratnatis Pbrfonae- 

Sit L IK U S» dnke of Ephcfiis. 
JEgeon, a mercbant of Syracu{«. 

, ^ "^^n-brothcrs, and fon^ 
Ah T 1 ? H o L I s of Epbeuis, f to JEgeon and JEmilia, 
Antipholis of Syracufe,^ but unknown to each 
J otKcr. 

Dromio of Ephefttt, ^<twin-brothcrsy and (laTcs m* 

Dr o M I o of Syracufe, J the two Antipholis*s» 

Balthazar, a merchant. 

An g e l o , a goldfmith. 

A Merchant^ friend to Antipholis of Syraoufe. 

Br Pinch, a fcfaool-mailer, and a. conjurer. 

JEmilia, wife to ^geon, an Abbcfs at EpheTot*. 
Ad r I a n a, wife to Antipholis of Ephefus* 
LucfANA, lifter to Adriana. 
Luce, fervant to Adriana . 

Jailor, , officers, and other attendants* 

,S6ENE, Ephefus* 

This play is taken from the Mnutcm ^f PUmtus^ 
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The Duke^s Palace. 

knter ike Duke of l^ipine^ns^ Iggcoji^ Jailor^ and: 
other Attendants^ 

JEgeon. 

PRocefid, Salinus,.to procure my fiD, 
And by the doom of death end wo«6 axid aU. 
Duke, Merchant of Syracufa, plead no more ;- 
I am not partial to infrmge our laws : 
The enmity and difcord which of late 
Spnmg from the ranc'rous outrage of your -Diike, 
To merchants, our well-dealing countrymen, 
(Who, wanting gilders to redeem their lives,. 
Have fcaPd his rigorous ftatutes with their bloods) 
Excludes all pity from our threatning looks, 
"For, fitfce the mortal and inteftine jars 
'Twixt thy feditious countrymen and us,. 
ft iath in iblcmn fynods been decreed, 
Both by the Syracufwis and ourfelves, 
T' admit no traffic to our adverfe towns, 
l^lay, more ; if any born at H^hcfus 
Be feen at Syracufan marts and fairs y 
AgaiA, if any Syracufan born 
Gome to the bay of Ephefus, he dies : , 
His goods confifcate to the Duke's dilpofe,- 
Unlefs a thoufand marks be levied ^ 
To quit th« penalty, and ranfoni him. 
Thy fubftance, valued at the higheft r^Xty 
Camiot amount unto a hundred marksf. 
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Therefore by law thoii art cbndemn'd to die. 

JEgeoHf ' Yet this ix^ comfort, when your word* ' 
ane done. 
Bi^ woes end lixewife with the evening fun. * 

Duke. Well, Syracufan, fay, in brief, the caufe> 
Why thou departedA from thy native home ; 
And for what caufe thou cam'ft to Ephefus. 

JEgeoft. A heavier talk could not have been im^ 
pos'd, 
Than I to Ipeak my grief unfpeakable : 
Yet that the world may witnefs that my end 
Was wrought by nature *, not by vile offence, « 
I'll utter what my forrow gives me leave. 
Jn Syracufa was I bom, and wed 
Unto a woman, happy but for me ; ' 
And by me too, had not our hap been bad. 
With her I liv'd in joy ; ow wealth increas'd^ 
By profperous voyages I often made 
To Epidftmnum; *tjll myfaftor^s death. 
And the great care of jgoods at random left. 
Drew me from kind embracements of my ipoufeV-. 
From whom my abfencc was not fix months old, . 
Before herfelf, almofl at fating imder 
Thlfc pleafing punifhment that women bear, - 
Had made provifion for her following me, •> 
And foon, and fafe, arrived where -I was. 
There fhe had not been long, but ihe became 
A joyful mother of two goofiy fons 5 
And, which was flrange, the one fo like the othei*. 
As could not be diftinguiih'd but by names. 
That very hour, 'and in the felf-fame inn^ 
A poor mean woman was delivered 
Of fuch abCirden, male-t\vins both alike : - 
Thofe, for their parents were exceeding poor, - 
1 bought, and brought up to attend my fons. 
My wife, not meamy proud of two fuch boys^ . 
Made daily motions for our home retiun : 
Unwilliitg, 1 iagrced, AlaB, too foon 
We came aboard. 

• f. <. by a natural cvcnti by the coorfe of pravN 
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A league from Epidanmiun bad we fail'd. 
Before the always-wind-obcying deep 
Gave any tragic inClance of our hann-; 
But longer did we not retain much hope : 
For what obfcurcd light the heav'ns did granV 
Did but convey into our fearful minds 
A doubtful warrant of immediate death ; 
Which, tho'^myfelf would gladly have embrac'd^ 
Yet the inceflant weeping of my wife^ 
Weeping before, for what fhe law mud come, 
And piteous plainings of the pretty babes,. 
That mournM for fafliion, ignVaht what to fear^. 
Forc'd me to feek delays for them and me : 
And this it was ; for other means were none. 
The failors fought for fafety by our boat, 
And left the fhip, then (inking- ripe, to us ; 
My wife, more careful for the elder-bom, 
Had faflen'd him unto a fmall fpare mail, 
Siich as fea-faring men provide for /lorms ; 
To him one of the other twins was bound, 
WhiKl I had been like heedful of the other. 
The children thus difpos'd, my wife and I, 
Fixing our eyes on whom our care was fix'd,. 
FaftenM ourfclves at either end the maftj. 
And floating ftraight, obedient to the ftream,. 
Were carr/d towards Corinth, as we thoughts 
At length th^ fun, gazing upon the earth, 
Dilpers'd thofc vapours that oifended us ; 
An a, by the beneht of his wi/li'd light. 
The feas wax'd calm ; and we diroovered 
Two fliips from far making amain to us. 
Of Corinth that, of Epidaurus this. 
But ere. they came— oh, let me fay no more ! 
Gather the fequcl by that went before. 

Duk$, Nay, forward, old man, do not break off fo j. 
For we may pity, the' not pardon thee. 

M^eon, Oh, had the go^ done fo, J had not no^ 
Worthily term*d them mercilefs to us ; . 
For ere the fhips could meet, by twi«e five leagues^ 
We were encountred by a mighty rock j 
Which being violently borne upon, 
Qur helplefs fliig was fplitted in. the midil.:. 
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So that, in this unjuft divorce of U8> 

Fortune had left to both of us alike 

What jo delight in, what to forrow for.' 

Her part, poor foul! Teeming as burdened 

With lirffer weight, bUt nut with leflcr woe, • 

Was carry'd with more fpeed before the win^ - 

And in our fight they three were taken up 

By^fiihermen of Corinth, as we thought. 

At length, another ihip had feizM on us ; 

And knowing whom it was their hap to fave, . 

Gave helpful welcome to their fhip wreck gucfts; : 

And would have reft the fifhers of their prey, 

Had not their bark been very (low of fail ; 

And therefore homeward did., they, bend theijiL 

courfe. — 
Thus have you heard me feverM from my blifs j 
That * by misfortunes was my life prolongM, 
To tell fad ftorles of my own mifliaps. 

DuAi. And, for the fakes of them thou forrow'ft* 
Do me the favour to dilate at full U^^r 

What hath bifall'n of them, and thee, .'till now, 

JE^eon, My youngeftboy, and yet my eldeftcarc/. 
At eighteen years became inquifiiive 
After his brother ; and importun'd me. 
That his attendant, (for his cafe was jike. 
Reft of his brother, but retainM his name,) 
Might bear him company in oueO; of him : 
Whom whilft I labour'd of a love to fee, 
I hazarded the lofs of whom I lov'd. 
Five fumraers'have I fpent in fartheft Greece^., 
Roaming clean through the boimds of Aiia, 
And coafting homeward, came to Ephefus : 
Hopelefs to find, yet loth to leave unfought, . 
Or that, or any place that harbours men. . 
But here muft end theflory of my life; 
And happy ,A'- ere I in my timely death, 
Oould all my travels warrant me they live. 

Duke. Haplefs Ageon, whom the fates have^ 
To bear th' extremity of dire mifhap ! [markt > 

* I nther fancy Shakefpcare wvote, ** Thus hy mj^> 
fir$tttt€S, .&c MevjftL . 
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]^ow, trnfl me, were it not againil our l^ws^ 
(Which Princes, would they, may not difannulj) 
Againft my crown, my oath, my dignity, 
My foul (hould fue as advocate for thee. 
But, tho' thou art adjudged to the death, . 
And pafled fentence may not be recall'd. 
But to our honour's great difparagement; 
Yet will I favour thee in what I can ; 
I therefore, mevchant, limit thee this day, 
To feek thy life by beneficial help : 
Try all the friends thou hafl in ^hefus, 
,Beg thou, or borrow, to make up the fum, 
And: live $ if not, then thou art ooom'd to die. 
Jailor, take him to thy.cuflody. 

: {Exeunt Duke, and train. 
yasL I will, my Lordf 

. /Eg0on. Hopelefs and helplefs doth /Egeon wend, 
;Sut to procramnate his livelefs end. 

i lExeunt iEgeon and Jailer, 

S GENE II. 
Changes to the Street. 

. /2t»;*r Antipholis^Syracufc, a Merchant, and 
Dromio. 

Mer. Therefore give out you are of Epidamnun^ 
"Xeft that your^oods too (bon be confifcate. 
This very day a Syracufan merchant 
Is apprehended forarrivad here r 
And not being able to buy out his life. 
According to the ftatute of the town, 
Dies ere the weary fun fet in the weft. 
There is your money, that I had to keep. 

Ant, Go bear it to the Centaur, where we hoft; 
And {lay there, Dromio, 'till I come to thee : 
Within this hour it will be dinner-time 5 
'Till that m view the manners of the town, 
Perufe the traders, gaze upon the buildings, 
And then return and fleep within mine inn; 
For with long travel I am ftiff and weary. 
.Get thee away. 
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DrQ% Many a man waaM ralceyou ait your word^ 
And go indeed^ having £<> good a means. 

[^Exit Dromis. 

Ant, A tritflj viUaan, Sic, that very oft, 
*When I am dull whh care and melancholy, 
Lightens my humour whh his merry je(b. 
A^ hat, will yoti waHt with me abiMct the to^vn, 
And then go to the imi and dme vich me ^ 

yif^f . I am kivited^ Siir, to certain merchants. 
Of whom I hope to make much bene£r : 
I crave your pardon. Soon, at five o^clock, 
Pleafc you, rU meet with you upcK the mart, 
And afterward confort with yon Sitt bed-time : 
My prelent bufmefs -catis me fi'om you now. 

Ani. Farewell 'till then; I will go lofe myfelf. 
And wander up and down to view the city, 

yKfer. Sir, I commend you to your own contents 

[Exis Merchant, 

SCENE III. 

Ant, He that commends me to my own content. 
Commends me to the thing I cannot get. 
I to the world am like a drop of water, 
Tliat in the ocean fecks another drop, 
Who falling there to find his fellow forth, 
Unfcen, inquifitivc, confounds himfelf : 
So I, to find a mother and a brother. 
In queft of them, unhappy, lofe m3rfel£ 

Enter Dromio ^ Ephefus. 

Here comes the almanack of my true date. 
What now ? how chance thou art retum'd fo foon ? 
E, Dro. RetumM fo foon ! rather approached to» 

late: 
The capon bums, the pig falls from the fpit. 
The clock has ftruckcn twelve upon the bell ; 
My miftrefe made it one upon my cheek j 
She is fo hot, becaufe the meat is cold ; 
The meat is cold, becaufe you come not home-; 
You come not home, becaufe you have no fto- 

mach; 
You have no ftomach, having broke your faft^ 
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But we, that know what 'tis t« faft and pray. 
Are penitent for your default to day. 

AnU Stfrp in your wind, Sir ; tell me this, I pray. 
Where you have left the money that I gave you ? 
E, Dro, Oh,— fixpence, that I had a Wednefday 
Jaft, 
To pay the faddler for my miftrefs' crupper ? 
The fadler had it. Sir; I kept it not. 

Ant, I am not ki a fportiv* himioiir now ; 
Tell me, and dally not, where is the money ? 
We being Grangers here, how dar'ft thou truft 
So great a charge from thine own cuftody? 
' E, Dro. I pray you, jeft, Sir, as you fit at dinner : 
I from my miftrels come to you in poft.j 
• If I return, I fliall be poft indeed ; 
For fhe wiU fcore your fault upon mv pate : 
Methinks your maw, like mine, fhould be your 
And ftrike you home without a meilenger. [clock ; 
Anu Come, Dromio, come, ihefe jefls are out of 
feafon ; 
Referve them 'till a merrier hour than this : 
Where is the gold I gave in charge to thee ? 
jE. Dro, Tome, Sir ? why, you gave no gold to me. 
Ant, Gome on, ^ir Knave, have done your fool- 
ifhnefs ; 
And tell me how thou haft difpos''d thy charge ? 
£. Dro, My charge was but to fetch you from 
the mart 
Home to your houfe., the Phoenix, Sir, to dinner: 
My miftrefs and her fifter (lay for you. 

Ant. Now, as 1 am a Chriftian, anfwcr me 
. In what fafe place you have beflow'd my money ; 
Or I fliall break that merry fconce of yours, 
Thai ftands on tricks when I am undifpt)s'd. 
Where are the thoufand marks thou hadftof me? 
E. Dro, I have fome marks of yours upon my pate; 
Some of my miftrefs' marks upon my moulders ; 
But not a thoufand marks tetween you both.— 
If I fliould pay your worfhip thofe again, 
Perchance you will not bear them patiently. 
Ant, Thy miftrefs' marks ? what miftrefe, ifevc^- 

baft thou ? 
Vol. III. . Y 
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E, Dro, Your worfliip's wife, my miftrefs at the 
Phoenix; 
She that doth faft 'till yoij come home to dinner, 
And prays that you will hie you home to dinner. 

Ant, What,' wilt thou flout me thus unto my face. 
Being forbid ? there, take you that. Sir Knave. 

E. Dro. What mean you. Sir? for God^s fake 
hold your hands. 
Nay, an you will not, Sh-, VVL take my heels. 

{Exit Droniio. 

Ant, Upon my life, by fome device or other 
The villain is o'er-raught \ of all my money. 
They fay this town is full of cozenage ; 
As nimble jugglers, that deceive the eye ; 
Dark- working (brceiers, that change the mind$ 
Soul-killing witches, that deform the body ; 
Difguifed cheaters, prating mountebanks, 
And many fuch like libertines of fin ; 
If it prove fo, I will be cone the iboner. 
^ 1*11 to the Centaur to go leek this (lave ; 
I greatly fear my money is not fafe. V^*f*» 

A C T II. S C E N E I. 

The Hottfe i>f Antipholus o/'Ephefiis. 

Enter Adriana and Luclana. 

Adriana, 

"^Either my hufband nor the flave returned, 
-L^ That in fuch hafte I fent to feek his mafter ! 
'Sure, Luciana, it is two oVlock 

Luc. Perhaps fome merchant hath invited him. 
And from the mart he^s fome where gone to dinner* 
•Good fitter, let us dine, and never fret. 
A man is mafter of his liberty : 
Time is their matter ; and when they fee time. 
They'll go or come : if fo, be patient, fitter. 

Adr. Why fhould their liberty. than ours be more ? 

JLttc* Becaufe their bufinefs ttill lyes out a*door» 
f ThatiSy ffvcr-rcacbtd* Jolwfoa* 



d by Google 



Sea- Of ERRORS. 355 

Adr. Look, when I ferve him fo, he takes it ill. 

Luc, Oh, know he is the bridle of your will. 

Adr, There's none but alles will be bridled fo. 

Luc. Why, head-ftrong liberty is lalh'd with woe. 
There's notlung fituatc under heaven's eye, 
But hath its bound in earth, in lea, in /ky : 
The beafts, the fifhes, and the winged fowls, 
Are their males' fubjeds, and at their controuls:' 
Man, more divine, the mafter of all thele, 
Lord of the wide world, and wide wat'ry feas,' 
Indu'd with intelledual fenie and foul, 
Of more pre-eminence than filh and fowl. 
Are mafters to their females, and their lords j 
Then let your will attend on their accords. 

Adr^ This fervitude makes you to keep unwed. 

Luc» Not this, but troubles of the marriage -bed. 

Adr, But were you wedded, you would bear fome 
fway. 

Z«c. Ere I learn love, I'll praftife to obey. 

Adr, How if yourhuibandftart fome otherwhere ? 

Luc. Till he come home again, 1 would forbear," 

Adr, tatiehce unmov'd, — no marvel tho' (he paufe j 
They can be meek that have no other caufe ; 
A wretched foul, bruis'd with adverfity. 
We bid be quiet, when we hear it cry ; 
But were we biirden'd with like weight of pain, 
As much, or more, we fhould ourfelves complain* 
So thou, that haft no unkind mate to grieve thee, 
With urging hclplefs patience wouldft relieve me : 
But if thou live to fee like right bereft, 
This fool-begg'd * patience in thee will be left. 

Luc, Well, I will marry one day but to try; 
Here comes your man, now is your hufband nigh. 

•■ U-. 

S G E N R II. • - 

Enter. Dromip of Ephefus. 
Adr, Say, is your tardy mafter now at hand? 

• She feems to mean, by fool'btgg'd patience^ that pa* 

itence which is fo near to tdiotkal ftmfliciiy^ that your next 

ScUtioa would take advantage from it to reprefent you as 

§ foolf and bfg the gaardianiiiip of youx fortune* Johnf. ■ 

Y a 
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E, Dro. Nay, he's at two hands with roe, and 
that my two ears can witnefs. 

Mr, Say, dicTfl thou fpcak with him ? know'fl 
thou his mind ? 

E^ Drp, *Ay, ay, he told his mind upon mine car. 
Befhrew his hand, I fcarce could underftand it. 

Luc. Spake he fo doubtfully, thou couldft not 
feel his meaning ? 

E, Dro, Nay, he ftruck fo plainly, I could too 
w^ll feel his blows ; and withal fo doubtfully, that 
I could fcarce underfVand them. 

Adr, But fay, I pr'ythee, is he coming home ? 
It feems he hath great care to pleafe his wife. 

E, Dfo, Why, miftrefs, fure my mailer is horiw 
^mad. 

Adr» Horn-mad, thou villain ? 

£,Dro, r mean not cuckold-i>iad> but, fure he'd 
ftark mad. 
When I defir'd him to come home to dinner. 
He afk'd me for a thoufand marks in gold. 
'Tis dinner-time, quoth I. My gold, quoth' he* 
Your meat doth bum, quoth I. My gold, quoth he. 
Will you come home^ quoth I ? My gold, quoth he» 
Where is the thoufand marks I gave thee, villain ? 
The pig, quoth 1, is bum'd. My gold,, quoth he. 
My miitrefs,^^ Sir, guoth I. Hang up thy miflrcfs;- 
I know not thy milbrfs j out on thy miftrefs ! 

Luc, Quoth who ? 

£, Dro, Quoth my mafter. 
I know, quoth he, no houfe, no wife, no miftcefs^ 
So that my errand, due unto my tongue, 
I thank him, I bare home upon my fhoulders t 
For, in conclufion, he did beat me there. 

Adr, Go back ag^in, thou ilave, and fetch him 
• home. 

E. Dro. Go back again, and be aew beaten home ? 

or God''s fake fend fome other meflenger.. 

Adr. Back, Have, or I will break thj^ pate acrofs. 

E. Dro. And he will blefs that crofs with other 
Between you I fliall have- a holy head, [beatiu^^ 

Adr, Hence, prating peafant, fetch thy mailer 
home • 
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£. Dro. Am I fo round with you as you with mc, 
That like a foot-ball you do fpum me thus ? 
You fpurn me hence, and he will fpum me hither : 
If I lad in this fer^ice, you muil cafe me in leather. 

lExit. 

SCENE III. 

Luc. Fy, how impatience lowreth in your face ! 

-^ra(. His company muft do his minions grac^, 
Whilft I at home flarve for a merry l#ok. 
Hath homely age ih' alluring beauty took 
IVom my poor cheek ? then he hath wafted it. • 
Are my difcourfes dull ? barren my wit ? 
If voluble and iharp difcourfe be marr'd, 
Unkindnefs blunts it, more than marbl© hard. 
Do their gay velhnents his affedlions bait ? 
That's not my fault : he's mafter of my flate* 
^ What ruins are in me, that can be found 
By him not ruinM ? then is he the ground 
Of my defeatures. My decayed fair 
A funny look of his wouJd foon repair. 
But, too unruly deer, he breaks the pale,. 
And feeds from home ; poor I am but his ftale. 

Luc. Self-harming jealoufy I— fy, beat it hence.. 

Adr, Unfeeling fools can. with luch wrongs dii- 
penle. 
I know his eye doth homage other- where ; 
Or elfe what letts it, but he would be here^ 
Sifter, you know he promisM me a chain ; 
Would that alone, alone, he would dct^n,. 
So he would keep fair quarter with his bed. 
I fee the jewel beft enamelled,. 
Will lofe his beauty ; and the gold 'bides ftill *,. 
That others touch ; yet often touching will 
Wear gold : and fo no man that hath a name,. 
But falfehpod and corruption doth it ihame. 

• The Revifal rcadi thu«, 

yet the gold *bidcs ftill 

That others touch, though often touching will. 
'Weir goId» and fo a man thit hath a nAme, 
Sjf ^fchood and corruptioo, doth it flnmc>. 

Digitized by CjOOQIC 



258 The C ,0 M E D Y Aft IF. 

Since that my beayty cannot pleafe liis eye, -j 

. I'll weep what's left away, and weeping die. C 

l^uc» How many fond fools ferve mad jealoufy ! 3 

SCENE IV. 

Changes to the Street, 

Enter Antipholis (jf Syracufe. 

Jnt. The gold I gave to Dromio is laid up 
Safe at the dentaiir : and the heedful flave '^ 
Is wander'd forth in care to feek me out* 
By commutation, and mine hoft's report, 
I could not fpeak with Dromio, fince at firft 

I fent him from the mart. See, here he comesv 

* 
Enter Dromio of'Syracufe. 

How now. Sir? is your' merry humour alter'd? 
As you love ftrokes, fo jefhwilh me again. 
You know no Centaur ? you receivM no gold ? 
Your miflrefs fent to have me hoine to dinner ? 
My hbufe was at the Phoenix j^ Waft thou mad. 
That thus fo madly thou didft anfwer me ? 

S» Dro, What anfwer, Sir ? when fpoke I fuch a 
word? 

Ant, Even now, even here, not half an hour fince* 

S. Dro* I did not fee you (ince you lent me hence» 
Home to the Centaur, with the gold you gave me* 

Ant, Villian, thou di^ deny the gold's receipt. 
And told'ft me of a miftrefs, and a dinner ; 
For which, I hope, thou felt'ft I was difpleasM. 

S^ Dro, I'm glad to fee you in this merry vein ? 
What means this jeft, I pray you, mafter, tell me ? 

Ant, Yea, doft thou }eer and flout me in the teeth ? 

Think'ft thou I jeft? Hold, lake tliou that, and 

that. . [^Beats Dro. 

S. Dro, Hold, Sir, for God's fake, now your jeft 
is eameft; 
Upon what bargain do you give it me? 

Ant. Becaufe that I familiarly fometime» 
Do uite you for jny fool, and chat with you^ . 
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Your (kwcincfs will jeft upon my love, 
And make a common of my ferious hours. 
When the fun fhines, let fooliih gnats make fport ; 
But creep in crannies when he hides his beams j 
If. you will jeft with me, know my afped, 
And fafliion your demeanor to my looks, 
Or I will beat this method in your fcpnce. 

S. Dro. Sconce, call you it ? fo you would leave 
battering, I had rather have it a head. An you ufe 
tbefe blows long, I mufl get a fconce for my head, 
and infconce it too, or elTe I fhall feek my wit in 
loy fhoulders. But I pray. Sir, .why am I beaten ? 

Ant. Doft thou not know ? 

S. Dro. Nothing, Sir, but that I am beaten. 

j4nt. Shall I tell you why ? 

S, Dro, Ay, Sir, and wherefore; for they fa/ 
every why hath a wherefore. 

Ant, Why, iiril, for flouting me; and then^ 
•wherefore, for urging it the fecond time to me. 

tf, Dro, Was there ever any man thus beaten 
out of feafon. 
When, in the why, and wherefore, is neither 

rhime nor reafon ? 
Well, Sir, I thank you. 

Ant. Thank roe, Sir, for what ? 

S, Dro. Marry, Sir, for this fomething that yoa 
gave me for nothing. 

Ant, I'll make you amends next, to give you no- 
thing for fomething. But fay. Sir, is it dinner-time ? 

S. Dro. >fo, Sir, I think the meat wants that t 
have. 

Ant, In good time, Sir, what*s that ? 

S. Dro. Bafting. 

Ant. Well, Sir, then 'twill be dry. 

S. Dro, If it be, Sir, I pray you eat none of It. 

Ant. Your reafon? 

S. Dro, Left it make you choleric, and puf 
• chafe me another dry-bafting. 

Ant. Well, Sir, learn to jeft in good time; 
there's a time for all things. 

S. Dro. I durft have dcny'd tbatj. before you 
•were fo choleric, ~ 
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Attt. By what rule. Sir ? 

S, Dro. Marry, Sir, by a rule as plain as the 
plain bald pate of father Time hinjfelf. 

Ant, Let's hear it. 

S. Dro- There's no time for a man to recover 
his hair, that grows bald by nature. 

Ant. May he not do it by fine and recovery ? 

S, Dro, Yes, to pay a fine for a peruke, and re- 
cover the loft hair of another man. 

Ant, Why is Time fucfe a niggard of hair, being, 
as it is, fo plentiful an excrement ? 

S, Dro, Becaufe it is a blefling that he beftows 
on beafts ; and what he hath fcanted men in hair, 
he hath given them in wit. 

Ant. Whv, but there's many a man hath more 

hair than wit. . , ^ » ^ i. ,. i_ 

S, Droi Not a man of ihofe but he hath the wit 
to lofe his' hair. 

Ant.^ Why, thou didft conclude hairy men plain- 
dealers without wit. 

•S*. Dro, The plainer dealer, the looner lolt ; yet 
he lofeth it in a £ind of jollity. 

Ant, For what reafon ? 

5". Dro, For two, and found ones too. 

Ant. Nay, not found, I pray you. 

S, Dro, Si«re ones then. 

Ant, Nay, not fure in a thing falfing +• 

S, Dro, Certain ones thei^. 

Ant, Name them. 

S, Dro, The one to favc the money that he 
fpends in tyring ; the other, that at dinner they 
. ihould not drop in his porridge. 

Ant. You would all this time have prov'd, there 
is no time for all things. 

S, Dro Marry, and did. Sir 5 napiely, no tune to 
recover hair loft by nature. 

Ant, But your reafon was not fubftantial, why 
there is no time to recover. , . r ,/• • . ,. 

S, Dro, Thus I mend it : Time himfelf is bald,, 

• I flippofc we fLouId xeadfiilUftg. RcvifaL 
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and therefore to the world^s end will have bald 
followers. 

Ant. I knew 'twould be a bald conclafion : hux^ 
foft 5 who wafts us yonder ? 

SCENE V. 

Enter Adriana atfd Luciaiia. " 

Air, Ay, ay, Antipholis, lookftrange, and frown ^ 
Some other miftrefs hath thy fweet afpeds : 
I am not Adriiana, nor thy wife. 
The time was once, when th.ou,unurg'd,wouldllvoWj, 
That never words were mufic to thine ear. 
That n^ver obje£l pleafing m thine eye, . 
That touch, well never welcome to thy hand,. 
That never meat fweet-favour'd in thy tafle, 
Unlefs I fpake, or look'd, or touch'd, or carv'd. 
mwif comes it now, my hufband ; oh, how comes, i^t 
That thou art thus «ftranged from thyfelf ? 
Thyfelf I call it, being ftrange to me : 
That undividable, incorporate. 
Am better than thy dear felf 's better part. 
Ah, do not tear away thyfelf from me : 
For know, my love, -as eafy may'fl thou fall 
A drop of water in the breaking gulph, 
And take unmingled thence that drop agai% 
Without addition or diminlfliing, 
As take from me thyfelf, and not me too. 
How dearly would it touch thee to the quick^ 
Shouldft thou but hear I were licentious ? 
And that this body, confecrate to thee, 
By ruffian luft ihould be contaminate ? 
Wouldit thou not fpit at me, and fpum at me^ 
And hurl the name of hufband in my face, 
And tear the ftain'd Ikin of my harlot -brow, 
And from my falfe hand cut the wedding-ring,. 
And break it with a deep- divorcing vow ? 
I know thou canft ; and therefore, lee thou do it.. 
I am DofTefsM with an adulterate blot ; 
My blood is mingled with the crime of luft * : ^ 

* Both the integrity of the metaphor^ ajid the word 
ihty in the preceding line, (liew that we Hiould read, 
'•"^■^'witb tbegtimc oflufi : i. c. iht Jiain, {m\xu Wark 
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For if we two be one, and thou play falfe, 
' I do diced the poifon of thy flefli, 
Being ftruHjpetcd by thy contagion. 
Keep then fair league and truce with thy true bed ; 
I live dif-ftain'd, th6u undifhonoured f. 

jinU Plead you to ipe, fair dame ? I know you 
not : 
In Ephefus I am but but two hours old, 
As mange unto your town, as to your talk. 
Who, every word by all my wit being fcann'd, 
Wants wit in all, one word to undcrftand. 

Luc. Fy, brother ! how the world is changed 
with you : 
When were you wont to uie my fifler thus ? 
She lent for' you by Dromio home to dinner. 

j^nt By Dron>io ? 

S. Dro, By me ? 

Adr. By thee j and thus thou didil return from 
him, 
^hat he did buffet thee ; and in his blows 
Deny'd my houfe for his, me for his wife. 

Ant* Did you converfe, Sir, with this gentle- 
■i^roman ? 
What is the courfe and drift of your compaft ? 

S. Dro. I, Sir ? I never faw her till this time. 

Ant, Villain, thou lieft ; for even her very words 
Didft thou deliver to me on the mart. » 

S. Dro. I never fpoke with her in all my life. 

Ant, How can fhe thus then call u& by our names, 
Unlefs it be by infpiration ? 

Adr. How ill agrees it \vith your gravity. 
To counterfeit thus grofly with your flave, 
Abettiiig him to thwart me in my mood ? 
Be it my wrong you are from me exempt *, 
But wrong not that wrong, with a more .contempt. 
Come, I will fallen on this fleeve of thine j 
Thou art an elm, my hufband, I a vine : 

"t Hive diflain% thou £Ufionour*d, . Rcvifal. 

* Exm^f.fepara ted, parted. The fcofc is, ZjT 7 *i«i 

doomed tojttfer toe -wrong of /eparation, yet injure not VfUb- 
nntcm^t me^ TvbQ am already injured, Johiiioa« 
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Whofe wcakncfs, marry'd to thy (bronger fblte, 
Makes me with thy ftrength to communicate. 
If aught poflefs thee from me, it is drofs, 
Ufurping ivy, brier, or idle mofs ; 
Who, all for want of pruning, with intrufion 
InfeA thy fap, and live on thy confufion. 

Ant. To me flie fpeaks ; fhe moves me for h<fr 
theme. 
What, was I married to her in my dream ? 
Or fleep 1 now, and think I hear aL this ? 
What error drives our eyes and ears amifs ? 
Until I know this fure uncertainty, / 
ni entertain the fa vourM fallacy. ' 

Luc, Dromio, go bid the fervants fpread for 
dinner 

S. Dro, Oh, for my beads ! I crofs me for a 
finner. 
This is the Fairy land : oh, fpight of fpights ! 
We talk with goblins, owls, and clvi£h fprights ; 
If we obey them not, this will enfue. 
They'll fuck our breath, and pinch us black and 
blue. 

Luc. Why prat'ft thou to thyfelf, and anfwer'd 
not > 
Dromio, thou drone, thou fnail, thou Aug, thou fot ! 

S, Dro. I am transformed, mafter, am not I ? 

Ant, I think thou art in mind, and fo am I. 

S. Dro, Nay, mailer, both in mind, and in mf 
fliape. 

Airt Thou haft thine own form. 

S, Dro. No^ I am an ape. 

Luc. If thou art changM to aught. Vis to an afs. 

S, Droo 'Tis true, fhe rides me, and I long for 
grafs: 
^is fo, 1 am an afs ; elfe It could never be, 
BuL I fliould know her, as well (he knows me. 

Adr. Gome, come, no longer will I be d fool^ 
To put the finger in the eye and weep, 
Whilft man and mafter laugh my woes to fcom* 
Come, Sir, to dinner $ Dromio, keep the ga e, 
Hufband, Til dine above with you to-day, 
JUid ihriye.you of a thouilMid idle pranki* 
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Sirrah, if any afk you for your mafter. 

Say he dines forth, and let no creature enter. 

Come, fifter. Dromio, play the porter w^U. 
Ant, Am I in earth, m heaven, or in hell ? 

Sleeping or waking, mad or well advisM ? 

Known unto thefe, and to royfelf difguis'd ? 
-i'li fay as thejr fay, and perfever fo, 

And in this mift at all adventures go. 

^S". Dro. Mafter, ihall I be porter at the gate?'^ 
Adr, Ay, let none enter^ left I break your pate. V 
Luc. xiome, come, Antipholis, we dine too late, j 

\E,xeunS<, 

ACT III. SCENE I. 

The Street before Antipholis'/ Houfe. 

JE///tfr Antipholis (7/*Ephefus, Dromio ofEphefiw, 
Angelo, and Balthazar. 

E, Antipholis. 

GOOD Signior Angelo, you muftexcufcus; 
My wiS is flirewifli when I keep not hours* 
Say that I linger'd with you at your lliop, 
To fee 'the making of her caiHcanet * ; 
And that to-morrow you will bring it home. 
But hei^^s a villain that woidd face me do^\ii 
He met me on the mart, and that I beat him. 
And chargM hiip with a thoufand nmrks in gold, 
And that I did deny my wife and houfe : 
Thou drunkard, thou, what didft thou mean by this > 
E. Dro, Say what your will. Sir 5 but I know 

what I know 5 
That you beat meat the mart, I have your hand to 

iliow; 
If tlie flcin were parchment, and the blows you^ve 

were ink, 
Your, own hand- writing would tell you what I think. 

* Carkanet fcems to have been a necklace, or rather cfaaut 
lierhaps, lonjing down 4oubU from the neck. Jolmfm. 

\ 
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£. ^/»/. I think thou art an afsi 
E, Dro. Marry, fo it doth appear. 
By the wrongs I fuffer, and th^bJows I beat*: 
I fhould kick, being kick'd; and, being at that pafs, 
You would keep from dny heels, and beware of" an 
afs 
E. J^nt. Yfare fad, i^igniflr Balthazar. Pray God 
our chear 
May anlwer my- good will, and your g»od welcome 
here. 
BaL I hold your dainties cheap, Sir, and your 

welcome dear. 
E, Ant: Ah, Signior Balthazar, either at flefh or 
fifli, 
A table-full of welcome makes fcarce one dainty 
difli. 
BaL Good -meat. Sir, is common; that every 

churl affords. 
jB. Ant, And welcome more eommon ; for that's 

nothing but words. 
BaL Small chear, and great welcome, makes a 

merry feaft. 
£. Ant. Ay, to a niggardly hollj and more fparing 
gueft: < 

But tho' my catcs be mean, take them in good part; 
Better chear may you have, but not with better 

heart. 
But, foft ; my door is lock'd ; go bid them let us in. 
jC. Dro. Maud, Bridget, Marian, Gicily, Gillian, 

Ginn ! 
S. Dro, •within.'] Mome, malt*horfe, capon, cox- 
comb> idiot, patch ! 
Either get thee from the door, or fit down at the 

'hatch: 
Doll thou conjure for wenches, that thou calPft for 

fuch (lore. 
When one is one too many ? go, get thee from the 
door. 
E, Dro. What patch is made our porter? my 

mafler flays in the flreet. 
S. Dro, Let him walk from whence he came, left 

he catch cold on's feet. 
Vol. III. . 2 
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, 'Within.'] Who k tlur at tfie <fimiv -frtrrlb^^^ 
all this ijoile ? 
Ji)r(7. By my troth, your tawn a oanmiei v-ii 
1 unruly boys. 

tJint. Are you ilitrCj wi»; toil mumr aa.7.» 
come before. 

Your wife, Sir Knarc I g[iy ^a Ton fcrna 
the door. 

TO. If you weni in paio, tm'ira^^ gj.ry j^y^r^y 
would go fore. 
;. Here is neither chear, &, wm if^gamt^ 

we would fain have ddker, # 

I In debating which was heft, we feaff i^kc 
I part with neither. 

iJiro. They {land at the doar, maer ; Bud 
:m welcome hither. 
ftt. There^s fome thing in the wad, tfc»» ve 
cannot get in. 
fDro. You would fay (b, maiEr, if jrmr gar- 
inents were thin. 

: here is vrarm within : jaa Hand here in 
cold : 
L would make a man mad as a bock to be io 
ught and fold. 
nt. Go fetch ine fomethlng, ni break ope 
he gate. 

Break any thing here, and Fll break 
jr knave's pate. 
Dro. A man may break a word wiA voo. Sir, 
, and words are but wind ; 
bd break it in your face, fo he break it not 
^ behind. 
to. It feems thou wanted breaking: out 

•n thee, hind ! 
^o. Here's too much, out upon tfu9i I pray 

c> let me in. 
i-o. Ay, when fowls have no feathers, and 

» have no fin. 
»/. Well J I'lj break in ; go borrow me a crow. 
A crow without feather, mafter, mean 
rou /o ? 

Z a 
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£. Ant. Who talks within there ? Hoa, open the 

door. 
S» Dro. Right, Sir; Til tell you when, an youll 

tcU me wherefore. 
E. Ant, Wherefore ? for mj dinner : I have not 

din'd to^Klay. 
S, Dro, Nor to-day hel-e you muft not j come 

again when you may. 
E* Ant, ^hat art tliou, that kecp'ft me out from 

the houfe I owe ? 
S. Dro, The porter for this time, Sir, and my 
name is Dromio. 
\E, Dro. O villain, thou haft ftoll'n both mine of- 
fice and my name :^ 
The one ne'er got me credit, the other mickle blame. 
If thou hadft been Dromio to-day in my place, 
Thou wouldft have chang'dthy face for a name, or 
•thy name for an afs. 
Luce, ivithinJ^ What a coil is there, Dromio ? who 

• are thofe at the gate ? 
E, "Dro. Let my mafter in. Luce. 
Luce, Faith no 5 he comes too late ; 
And fo tell your mafter. 

E, Dro. O Lord, I muft laugh ; 
Have at you with a proverb— ShaH I fet m my ftaff? 
Luce. Have at you with another; that^s, when 

' can you tell ? 
S. Dro, If thy name be caHTd Luce j Luce, tboi 

haft anfwer'd him well. 
E. Ant. Do you hear, you minion, you'll let us 

in, I trow? 
Luce, I thought to have alkM you. 
S. Dro. And you faid, no. 
E. Dro. So, come, help, well ftruck; there was 
blow for blow. 
E, Ant, Thou baggage, let me in. 
Luce, Can you tell for whofe fake ? 
E, Dro. Mafter, knock the door hard. 
Luce, Let him knock. ^till it ake. 
E. Ant, You'll cry for this, minion, if I beat the 

dbor down. 
Luce. What needs all that, and a pair of ftocks 
in the town ? 
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Adr. 'Within.'] Who is that at the door, that keeps 

all this noife ? 
S. Dro, By my troth, your town i« troubled with 

unruly boys. 
£. Ant, Are you there, wife j you might have 

come before. 
Adr. Your wife, Sir Knave ! go, get you from 

the door. 
E, Dro, If you went in pain, mafler, this knave 

would ^o fore. 
Ang. Here is neither chear, Sir, nor welcome ; 

we would fain have either. # 

BaL In debating which was befl, we ihall have 

part with neither. 
E, Dro. They ftand at the door, mafter ; bid 

them welcome hither. 
E. Ant. There's fomething in the wind, that we 

cannot get in. 
E. Dro. You would fay fo, mafter, if your gar- 
ments were thin. 
Your cake here is warm within : you ftand here in 

the cold : 
It would make a man mad as a buck to be fo 

bought and fold. 
E, Ant, Go fetch me fomething, I'll break ope 

the gate. 
S. Dro. Break any thing here, and I'll break 

your knave's pate. 
E. Dro. A man may break a Mrord with you. Sir, 

and words are but wind ; 
^y, and break it in your face, fo he break it not 

behind. 
^ S. Dro. It feems thou wanteft breaking : out 

upon thee, hind ! 
jC. Dro. Here's too much, out upon thee/ I pray 

thee, let me in. 
S, Dro. Ay, when fowls have no feathers, and 

£fh have no fin. 
E. Ant, Well, I'll break in; go borrow me a crow. 
E, Dro. A crow without feather, mafter, mean 

you fo ? 

Z a 
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For a £f1i 'without a fin, there^s a fowl without a 

feather ; 
If a crow help us in, firrah, we*ll pldck a crow to- 
gether. 
E. Aut, Go, get thee gone, fetch me an iron crow- 
B4I' H^ve patience, Sir : oh, let it not be fo. 
Herein you war againft your reputation, 
And draw within the compafs ol fufpeif^ 
Th' unviolated honour of your wife. 
Once, this ; — your long experience of her wifdom^ 
Her fober virtue, years, and modefty^ 
Plead oW her part fome caufe to you unkno\vn ; 
And doubt not, Sir; but /he will well cxeufc. 
Why at this time the doors are barrM againft you.. 
Be rul'd by me, depart in patience, . . 

And let us to the Tyger all to dinner; 
And about evening come yourfelf alone. 
To know the realon of this ftrange reftraint. 
If by ftrong hand you offer to break in. 
Now in the ftirring paflagte of the day, 
A vulgar comment will be made of itj 
And that fuppofed by the common rout, 
Againft your yet ungalled cftimation. 
That may with foul intrufion enter in. 
And dwell upon your grave when you are dead:. 
For flander lives upon fucceflion ; 
For ever hous'd, where it once gets pof7e0ion. 

E, Anu You have prevaiPd; I will depart in quiet ^ 
And, in dcfpight of mirth, mean to be merry. 
I know a wench of excellent difcourfe. 
Pretty and witty, wild, and, yet too, gentle; 
There will we dine : this woman that I mean,. 
My wife, (but, I protcft, without defert), 
Hath oftentimes upbraided me withal; 
To her will we to dinner. Get you home 
And fetch the chain; by this, I know, 'tis made;. 
Bring it, \ pray you, to the Porcupine ; * 
For there's the houfe : that chain will I beftow, 
(Be it for nothing but to fpight my wife). 
Upon mine hoftels there. Good Sir, make hafte t 
Since my own doors rcfufe to entertain mc, 
ril knock elfewhere, to fee if they'H difdai^imc* 
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Ang, Pll meet you at that place fome hour^ Sir, 
hence. < 

£. Ant. Do fo ; this jefl iliall coft me fome ex- 
pence. [Exeunt, 

S C E N E .II. 
The Houfe o/^Antipholis (t/* Epliefus. 

Enter Luciana, 'witk Antipjiolis of S/racufe. 

Luc, And may it be that you have quite forgot 
A huiband's office ? Shall, Antipholis, hate, 
Even in the fpring of love, thy love-fprings rot ? 
Shall love, in building, grow fo ruinate ? 
If you did wed my (ifter for her wealth, 

Then for her wealth's fake ufe her with more 
kindnefs ; 
Or if you like elfewhere, do it by ftealth ; 

Muffle your falfe love with fome (hew of blindnefs : 
Let not my iifter read it in your eye ; 

Be not thy tongue thy own fliame's orator ; 
*Look fweet, fpeak fair, become difloyalty; 

Apparel vice like virtue's harbinger : 
Bear afair prefence, tho'your heart be tainted; 

Teach fin the carriage of a holy faint ; 
Be fecret falfe : what need flie be acquainted ? 

What fimple thief brags of his own attaint ? 
'Tis double wrong to truant with your bed, 

And let her read it in thy looks at board : 
Shame hath a baflard fame well n)anaged ; 

111 deeds are double with an evil word- 
Alas, poor women ! make us but believe. 

Being compa<^ of credit, that you love us ; 
Tho*" others have the arm, (hew us the fleeve ; 

We in your motion turn, and you may mov« us. 
Then, gentle brother, get you in again 5 

Comlortmy filter, chearher, call her wifej 
'TIS holy fport to be a little vain. 

When the fweet breath of flattery conquers ftrlfe. 

S* Ant, Sweet miftrefs, (what your name is elfe 
I know not ; 

Nor by what wonder vou do hit on mine;) 
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Lcfs In your knowledge and your ^ace you (how 
not 

Than our earth's wonder, more than earth, divinc^t 
Teach me, dear creature^ how to think and fpeak^ 

Lay open to my earthy grol's conceit, 
Smotherd in ert-ors, feeble, flialiow, weak, 
, The folded meaning of your words^ deceit : 
Againftmy foul's pure truth why labour you 

To make it wander in an unknowp fiekl ? 
Are you a God ? would you create me new ? 

Transform me then, and to your powV 111 yield*. 
But if that I am I, then, well I know 

Your weeping fifler is no wife of mine f 
Nor to her bed no homage do I owe ; 

Far more, far more, to you do I decline. 
Oh, train me not, fweet mermaid,: with thy notc^ 

To drown me in thy fifter's flood of tears ; 
Sing,. Siren, for thyfelf, and I will dote ; 

Spread o^er the filver waves thy golden hairSy , 
And as a bed PU take thee *, and there ly :" 

^nd in that glorious fuppofition think 
He gains by death, that hath fuch means to <fic y 

Let love, being light, be drowned if fhe fink -f-. 

Luc. What, are you mad, that you do reafon (of 

S, Ant, Not mad, but mated ; how I do not know» 

Luc, It is a fault that fpringeth from your eye. 

S, Jnl. For gazing on your beams^ fair fun, be* 
ing by. 

Luc, Gaze where you ihould, and that will dear 
your fight. 

X Ant. As good to wink, fweet love, as look on. 
night. 

Luc, Why call you me love? call my fifler fb. 

S, Ant, Thy fifter's fifter. 

Luc, That^s my fifter. 

S. Aftt, No ; 
It is thyfelf, mine ow^n felf 's better part : 
Mine eye's clear eye, my dear heart's dearer heart,. 

* And as a bed Vll tah them, ri?*- Luciana's hatrt . 

Canom of Criiidfim 
fljhcjinh Revifiil. 
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My food, my fortune, and my fwcct hope's aim. 
My fole earth's heaven, and my heaven's claim. 

Luc, All this my fifter is, or elfe would be. 

5. Ant, Call thyfclf fifter, Aveet, for I mean thee r 
Thee will I love, and with thee lead my life j 
Thoii haft no hufband yet, nor I nc wife. 
Give me thy hand. 

Luc, Oh, foft, Sir, hold you ftill ; 
I'll fetch my fifter,. to get her good will. [£*. Luciana%. 

SCENE IIL 
Enttr Dromio cf Syracufe. 

S, Ant. Why, how now, Dromio^ where run^ 
thou fo faft ? 

S, Dro, Do you know me. Sir? am I Dromio? 
am I your man ? am I myfelf ? 

S, Ant, Thou art Dromio^ thou art my man, thou, 
art thyfelf. 

S, Drd, I am an* afs, I am a womaft's man, and 
befides myfelf. 

S, Ant. What woman's man ? and how befide» 
thyfelf? 

S, Dro. Marry, Sir, befides myfelf, I am due to 
a woman; one that claims me, one that haunts *me, 
one that will have me. 

S, Ant, What claim lays /he to thee ? 

S, Dro, Marry, Sir, fuch a claim as you would 
lay to your horfe ; and flie would have me as a beaft ; 
not that, I being a beaft, /he would have me ; but 
that file, being a very beafliy creature, lays clainv 
to me. 

S, Ant, What is flie ? 

S, Dro. A very reverent body ; ay, fuch a one as 
, a man may not fpeak of, without he fay. Sir Reve- 
rence: I have but lean luck in the match; and yet 
is fhe a wondVous fat marriage. 

S, Ant. How doft thou mean, a fat marriage ? 

S, Dro, Marry, Sir, file's the kitchen wench, and 
all greafe ; and I know not what ufe to put her to,, 
but to make a lamp of her, and run from her b/ 
h€jr own light, I warrant her rags, and the tallow 
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in them, will burn a Lapland winter : if fhe lives 
'till doomfday, ihe'll burn a week longer than the 
whole world. 

*y. Anu What completion is fhe of? 

S. Dro. Swart, like my fhoe, but her face nothing 
like fo clean kept : for why ? ilhe fweats ; a man may 
go over fboes in the grime of it- 

«^. Ant. That's St fkuk that water will mend. 

1^. Dro, No, Sir, 'tis in grain ; Noah's flood could 
not do it. 

S, Ant. What's her name ? 

S. Dro. Nell, Sirj; but her name anc^ three 

quarters (that is an ell and three quarters) ^will not 
neafure her fi'om hip to hip- 
' S. Ant. Then fhe bears fome breadth > 

S, Dro, No k>nger from head to foot, than- from 
Iiip to' hip ; ihe is fpherical, Uke a globe : I could 
£nd out countries in her. 

S. Ant. In what part of her body (lands Ireland? 

S. Dro. Marry, Sir, in her buttocks; I found it 
out by the bogs. 

S.Ant. Where Scotland ? 

S. Dro. I found it out by the barrennefs^ hard in 
tlie palm of her hand. 

S. Ant. Where France > 

S. Dro. In her ^forehead;, arm'd and reverted, 
making war againft her hair f, 

S. Ant. Where England ? 

S. Dro. I look'd for the chalky clifis, but I could 
find no whitcnefs in them ; bur I guels it flood in 
her chin, by the fait rheum that ran between France 
and *it. 

S. Ant. Where Spain ? 

S, Dro. Faith I law it not, but I felt it hot in 
her breath. 

S..Ant. Where America, the Indies? 

S. Dro. Oh, Sir,, upon her nofe, all o'er embd- 
liA'd with rubies, carbuncles, fapphires ; declining 
their rich afpea to the hot breath of Spain, who ient 
whole armadoes of carrats to be ballalt at her nofe« 

f This alludes to the French dlfcafe- Jolm/bn, V£1m. 
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'S. AnU Where flood Belgia, the Netherlands? 

S, Dro. Oh, Sir, I did not look ib low. T^o con- 
clude, this drudge, or diviner, laid claim to me, 
call'd me Dromio, fwore I was afliir'd to her, told 
me what privy marks I had about me, as the mark* 
of my fhoulder, the mole in my neck, the great 
wart on my left arm, that J, amaz'd, ran from her 
as a witch. And, I think, if my breaft had. not 
been made of faith, and my heart of fteel, fhe had 
transform'd me to a curtal-dog, and made me turn 
i'th' wheel. • 

S, Ant. Go, hie thee prefently; pod to the road > 
And if the wind blow any way from fhore, 
I will not harbour in this town to-night. 
If any bark put forth, come to the mart; 
Where I will walk, 'till thou return to me : 
If every one know us, and we know none, 
'Tis time, I thinks to trudge, pack and be gone. 

S, Dro, As from a bear a man WQuld run for life,. 
So fly I from her that would be my wife. {^Exit. 

S G E N E IV. 

S. Ant, There's none but witches do inhabit here | 
And therefore 'tis high tiiTje that I were hence. 
She, that doth call me huiband, even n^-foul 
Doth for a wife abhor : but her fair lifter, 
Pofleft with fuch a gentle fovereign grace, 
Of Tucb inchanting prefence and difcourfe,. 
Hath almoft made me traitor to myfelf : 
But left myfelf be guilty of felf-wrong, 
I'll ftop mine ears agaihft the mermaid's fong.. 

Enter Ajftgelo, initfi a chavf* , 



Ang, Mafter Antipholis,— — 

S. Ant. Ay, that'll my name. 

Attg, I know it welU Sir; lo, here is the chain 1 
I thought t'have ta'en you at the Porcupine j 
The chain unfinifh'd, made me ftay thus long. 

S. Ant. What is your will that I fliall do with this ? 

Ang. What plcafe yourfelf, Sir ; I have made it 
for you. 

^. Ant. Made it for me, Sir ! I befpoke it not*. 
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Ang. Not once', nor twice, but twenty times you 
have : 
Go home with it, and pleafe your wife withal j 
And foon a fupper*time I'll vlfit you, 
And then receive my money. for the chain. 

S, Ant. I pray you. Sir, receive the money now j 
For fear you ne'er fee chain nor money more. 

Ang. You are a inerry nxan, Sir j fare you well. 

S. Ant, What I fhould think of thf^ I cannot tell t 
But this I think, there's no man is fo vain, 
That would refufe fo fair an oiFer'd chain. 
1 fee a man here needs not live by fliifts, 
When in the fbreets he meets fuch golden gifts: 
I'll to the mart, and there for Dromio (lay i 
If any fliip put out, then flrait away. [^Exiu 

A C T IV. S C E N E I. 

Tht Street. 

Enter a /Plirchanty Angelo, and an Offic$r.r 
Merchant, 

YOU know fince Pentecoft the fum is due ; 
And fmce I have not much importun'd you^ 
Kor now I had not, but that I am bound 
To Perfia, and want gilders for my voyage : 
Therefore make prefent fatisfadion, 
Or I'll attach you by this officer. 

Ang, Ev'n juft the fum that I do owe to you^ 
Is growing to me by Antipholis ; ^ 
And in the inftant that I met with you, 
He had of me a chain : at five o^clock^ 
I fliall receive the money for the fame : 
Pleafe you but walk with me down to his houfc^ 
I will difcharge my bond, and thank you too. 

Enter Antipholis cf Ephefus, andT>xOrmo of Ephc- 
fus, as from the courtezan^ s, 

Offic. That labour you may five ; fee where he 
comes*. 
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E. Ant, While I go to the goldfhiith's houfe, go 
And buy a rope's end : jliat will I beflow [thou 
Among my wife and her confederates, 
For locking me out of my doorfi by day. 
But, for, I fee the goldfmi^h ; get thee gone, 
Buy thou a rope, and bring it home to me. 

E. Dro, I buy a thoufand pound a year ! I buy 
a rope ! [^Exit Dromio. 

E. Ant, A man is well holp up that trufts to you : 
I promifed your prefence, and the chain; 
, But neither chain nor goldfmith came to me : 
Belike you thought our love would lad too long 
If it were chainM together, therefore came not. 

Ang. Saving your merry humour, here's the note 
How much your chain weighs, to the utmoftcarratj 
The finenet of the gold, the chargeful fafliion, 
^Which do amount to three odd ducats more 
Than I (land debted to this gentleman ; 
I pray you fee himprefently difcharg'd; 
For he is bound to fca, and (lays but for It. 

E, Ant. I am notfurnifh'd with the prefent money; 
Befides, I have fome bufinefs in the town : 
Good Signior, take the (Iranger to my houfe, 
And with you take the chain, and bid my wife 
Di(burfe the fum on the receipt thereof; 
Perchance I will be there as loon as you. 

-^»^.Then you will bring the chain to her yourfelf > 

£. Ant, No ; bear it with you, left I come not 
time enough. 

Ang, Well, Sir, I will : have you the chain about 
you? 

E. Ant An' if I have not. Sir, I hope you have, 
Or elfe you may return without your money. 

Ang, Nay, come, I pray you, Sir, give me the 
chain ; 
Both wind and tide ftay for this gentleman ; 
And I, to blame, have held him here too long. 

E, Ant, Good Lord, you ufe this dalliance to ex- 
Your breach of promife to the Porcupine : [cufc 
I Ihould have chid you for not bringing it ; 
But, like a fhrew, you firft begin to brawl. 

Mer, The hour fteals on j I pray you, Sir, difpatck. 
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Ang, You hear how hcimportunes mc ; the ehain-— 

£. Ant, Why, give it my wife, and fetch ^your 
money. 

Ang. Come, come, you know I gave it you ev'n 
Or fend the chain, or fend by me fome token, [now. 

E Ant, Fy, now you run thishumour out of breath ; 
Come, where's the chain ? 1 pray you let me fee it. 

Mer, My bufinefs cannot brook this dalliance : 
Good Sir, fay wheV you'll anfwer me-or no 5 
If not, V\\ leave him to the officer. 

^. Ant. I anfwer you ? why fhould I an Aver you ? 

Ang, The money that you owe me for the chain. 

E. Ant, I owe you none till I receive the chain. 

Ang. You know I gave it you half an Jiour fince. 

£. Ant, You gave me none ; you wrong me much 
to fay to. 

Ang, You wrong me more. Sir, in denying it ; 
Confider how it Aands upon my credit. 

Mer, Well, officer, arreft him at my fuit. 

Offic. I do, and charge you in the Diike's name 
to obey me. 

Ang. This touches me in reputation. 
Either con fen t to pay the fum for me, 
Or I attach you by this officer. 

E, Ant, Confent to pay for that I never had ! 
Arrcftme, foolifli fellow, if tkou dat'ft. 

Ang, Here is thy fee; arreft him, officer; 
I would not foare my brother m this cafe. 
If he fhould Icorn me fo apparently. 

Offic, I do arreft you, Sir ; you hear the fuit. 

E. Ant. I do obey thee 'till I give thee bail. 
But, firrah,' you fhall buy this Iport as dear 
As all the metal in your fliop will anfwer. 

Zing Sir, Sir, I fliall have law in Ephefus, 
To your notorious fliame, I doubt it not. 

SCENE II. 

Enter Dromio of Syracufe, from the hay, 

S. Oro, Mafter, there is a bark of Epidammmi, 
That flays but tilUier owner conies aboard; 
Then, Sir, flie bears away. Our fravghtage, Sir, 
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I hare canvejM aboard; and I have bought 
The oil, the balfamum, and aquavitae. ' 

The fhip is in her trim ; the merry wind 
Blows fair from iand ; they ftay^ for noucht at all, 
Bat for thtif owner, mailer^ and yourfelf. 

£. Ant. How nowi a madman ! why, thou peevifh 
What &^ of f^idamnum (lay^ for me ? [flieep, 

S. Dro, A fhip you fent me to to hire wattage. 

£. Ant. Thou. drunken (lave, I fent thee for a rope, 
And told thee to what purpofe, and what end. 

S, Dro, You fent ime for a rope's end as i#on; 
You fent me to the bay, Sir, for a bark. 

£. Ant, I will debate this mitter at mor^ leiiure^ 
And teach your ears to lift me withmore heed. 
To Adriasia, viUaiH, hie thee (hrait ; 
C'fve her this key, and tell her, in (he ^fk 
That's coverM o'er with Turkifh tapeftry, 
There is a purfe of ducats, let her feikl it : 
Tell her I am arrefted in the ^eet^ 
And that fhail bail me ; hie thee, flave ; be gone* 
. Ob, officer, to prifon 'till it come. [^Exeunt, 

S, Dro. To Adriana I that is where we din'd, 
Where Dowfabel did claim me for her hufband. 
She is too big, I hope, for me to compafs. 
Thither I muft, altho' againft my will. 
For fervants muft their mafter's minds fulfil. [^Exit. 

SCENE III. 
Changes to E. AntiphoKs'j Houfe. 

Enter Adriana and Luciana. 

Adr. Ah, Luciana, did he tempt thee fo ? 
Might'ft thou berceive aufterely in his eye 
Th«t he did plead in earneft, yea (nt no ? 
Look'd he or red or pale, or (ad or merrily ? 
What obfervation mad'ft thou, in this cafe, 
Of his heart's meteors tilting in his face. 

£«c. Firft he deny'd. — You had in him no rightr 

Adr. He meant he did me none j the more my 
fpight« 

Luc. Then fwore he that he was a ftranger here. 

Vol. Ill, A a 
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Adr, And true he fwore, though yet forfwom he 
were. 

Jjtc, Then oleaded I for you. 

Mr. And wnat faid be ? 

Luc, That loVe I begged for you, he begg'd of me, 

Mr, With what permalion did he tempt thy love ? 

Luc, With words that in an hone|l {uit might 
move, 
yirft he did praife my beauty, then my fpeech. 

fjtdr, Did'il: fpeak him fair ? 

Luc^ Have patience, I befeech. 

Adr, I cannot, nor I will not, hold me (lill ; 
My tongue, though not'my heart, ihall have its wilL 
He is deformed, crooked, old and fere, 
lU-fac'd, worfe-body'd, ihapelefs every where ; 
Vicious, ungentle, fooliih, blunt, unkind, 
Stigmatical * in making, worfe in mind. 

Luc. Who would be jealous then of fuch a one? 
Uo evil loft is wail'd, when it is gone. 

Adr, Ah ! but I think him better than I fay^ 
And yet, would herein others' eyes were worfe: 
For from her neft the lapwing cries away ; 

My heart prays for lum, tho' my tongue do curie. 

SCENE IV, 
Enter Dromio of Syracufc. 

S, Dro, Here, go ; the deik, the purfe : fwect 
noWy make hafte. 

Luc, How haft thou loft thy breath ? 

S, Dro. By running faft. 

Adr, Where is thy mafter, Dromio ? is he well? 

S, Dro, No, he's in Tartar Limbo, worfe than hdl; 
A devil in an everlafHng garment hath him, 
One whofe hard heart is button'd up with fteel : 
A fiend, a fairy, pitilefs and rou^, 
A wolf, nay, worfe, a fellow all in buff; 
A back-friend, a ihoulder-clapper, one that com^ 
mands 

* That is, marled or ftigmstized by nature with de- 
fdiuiity, ai a token of hi& vicious diipofitioa. ^j^kf/e»* 
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The p^ilages of allies, creeks, and narrow lanes ; 
A hound that runs counter *, and yet draws dry- ' 

foot well ; 
One that, before the judgment, carries poor fouls 
to hell. 
Adr. Why^ man, what is the matter ? 
S. Dro. 1 do not know the matter; he is 'refled 
on the cafe. [^ 

' Adr. What, is he arrefted ? tell me, at whofe fuit. 
S% Dro I know not at whofe fuit he is arreted, 
well; but he's in a fuit of buff, which Veiled him, 
that I can tell. Will you fend him,- miitrtfs, re- 
demption, the money in his defk? 
Adr. Go fetch it, iiflcr. This I wonder at, 

[Exit Lucinna. 
That he, unknown to me, fhould be in deb; 1 
Tell .me, was he arrefled on a bond? 

S. Dro, Not on a bond, but on a ih-onger thing, 
A chain, a chain ; do you not hear it ring ? 
Adr, What, the chain ? 

S, Dro, No, no ; the beJl ; 'tis time that I were gone, 
It was two ere I left him, and now the clock llrikes 
one. 
Adr. The hours come back ! that I did never hearer 
S,'&ro, O yes, if any hour meet a ferjeant, a' 

turns back for very fear. 
Adr. As if time were in debt ! how fondly doft 

thou reafon ? 
S. Dro, Time is a very bankrout, and owes more 
than he's worth to feafon. 
' Xay, he's a thief too'; have you not heard men fay, 
That Time comes itcaling on by night and day ? 

• To run csttnter^ Is to run hackwardy by xniOaking the 
courfc of the animal purfued ; to draw dry foot is, I be- 
iicvc, to purfuc by the track or prtck of the foot; to run 
counter y ^nd 4o dratv dry foot well^ arc, therefore, ihcon- 
fiitent. The jcft coniifts in the ambiguiry of the word 
counter^ which means the v/rong -way in toe chafe, and a 
prifott in London. The officer that arreftcd him was a 
ierjeanc of the Counter, For the congruity of thjb jcft, 
with the fcene of adUon, Jec our author anfwei. Jobi.f, 
A a^ 
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If Time be in debt and theft, and a ferjeant in the 

way, 
Hath he not reafon to turn back an hoar in the day > 

Enter Luciana. 

Jdr. Go, Dromio; there^s the money, bear it 
ftrait, 
And bring thy mafter home knmediately. 
Corfie, fifter, I am prefs'd down with conceit ; 

Conceit, my comfort and my injury. [^Exsm^t^ 

SCENE V. 

Changes t$ th^ Street. 

Enter Antipholis o/Syracufe.' 

$, Ant, There^ not a roan I meet, but doth &^ 
lute me. 
As if I were their well-acquainted friend \ 
And every one doth call me' by my name* 
Some tender money to me, fome invite me ; 
Some other give me thanks for kindneiies ; 
Some offer me commodities to buy. 
£v^n now a taylor calPd me in his ihop, 
And fhowM me filks that he had bought for mcy 
And therewithal took meafure of my body. 
Sure, thefe are but imaginary wiles, 
And Lapland forcerers inhabit here. 

Enter Dromio of Syracufe.^ 

S, Dro, Mafter, here's the gold you fern me fbn 
What, have you got the pifture of old Adam new 
api^arell'd * ? 

S, j^ftt. What goM is this ? yrbat Adam doft thou 
mean? 

S, Dro, Nor that Adam that kept the paradife ; 
but that Adam that keeps the prifon ; he that goes 
in the calves -ikip that was killed for the prodigal;. 

• Alluding to the coat otjkinr made for Adam after 
the fall, and the leaibera coat worn by the officer wh^ 
made the creft*. 
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he that came behind you, Sir, like an evil angel^ 
and bid you f brfake your liberty. 

S, Af/t* I underftand thee not. 

S, Dro. No ? why, 'tis a plain cafe. He that went 
like a bafe-viol in a cafe of leather ; the man, Sir, 
that, when gentlemen are tired, gives them a fob, 
and 'refts them :. he, Sir, that takes pity on decay'd 
men, and gives 'em fuits of durance ; he that fets 
up his reft to do more exploits with h?s mace, than 
ia morris-pike. 

S. Ant, What ! thou mean'fl an officer ? 

S. Dro. Ay, Sir, the ferjeant of the band j he " 
that brings any man td anfwer it, that breaks his 
bond; one that thinks a man always going to bed, 
and faith, God give yop good reft ! 

S. Aht, Well, Sir, there reft in your foolery. 
Is there any fliip puts forth to-night ? may we be 
gone ? 

Si Dro. Why, Sir, I brought you word an hour 
linee, that the .bark Expedition puts forth to-night,' 
and then were you hindered by the ferjeant, to 
tarry for the hoy Delay. Here are the angels that 
you fent for, to deliver you.- 

S. Ant, The fellow is diitr^(ft, and fo am I, 
And here we winder in illulions ; 
Some blellfid ppwer deliver us fr^m hence ! 

S GENE -VL 

Enter a Courtezan. 

Cour. Well rtet, well met, Mi^ftef Antlpliolig. 
I fee, Sir, you have found the goldfmith now: 
Is that the chain you promis'd me to-day ? 

S, Ant. Satan, avoid I I charge thee' tempt Yne 
not. 

.S". Dro. Mafter, is this Miftrcfs Satan ?• 

S. Ant. It is the devil. 

S. DrQ,^2iy, fhc'is worfe, (lie's the devil's dam ; • 
and here flie comes in the habit of a light wench ; 
and thereof comes, that the wenches fay, God 
dam me ; that's as much as to fay» God make me a 
light wench. It is written, tliey appear to men 
A a 3 
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like angels of fight ; Bght is an eiFea of fire, and 
fire will burn ; ergo, light wenches will bum ; come 
not near her. 

Cour. Your roan and you are marvellous merry, 
Sir. Will you go with me, we'll mend our dinner 
here? ' 

5, Dro. Mafter, if you do expcft fpoon<-mcat, be* 
i'peak a long fpooir. 
. S, Ant. Why, Drwnia? 

S. Dro, Marry, he muft have a long fpoon that 
muft eat with the devil. 

S, AnU Avoid ihcn^ fiend ! what tell'ft thou me 
of fupping. 
Thou art, as you are allt a fbrcerefs : 
I conjure thee to leave me, and begone. 

Cour. Give me the ring of mine you had at din- 
Or for my diamond the chain you promised, [ncr^ 
And ril be gone. Sir, and not trouble you, 

S. Dro. Some devils aik but the paringrs of one's 

nail, a ruih, a hair, a drop of blood, a pin, a nut, 

' a cherry-ftonc ; but fhe, more covetous, would have 

a chain. Mafter, be wife ; an' if you give it her, 

the devil will fhake her chain, arid fright us with it. 

Cout' I pray you, Sir, my ring, or elfe thc^ain j 
I hope you do not mean to cheat me fo ? 

S. Am. Avaunt^.thou witch ! come, Dromio, let 
us go. 

S. Dro* Fly pride, fays tlic peacock f miftrefe; 
that you know. {KxeunU 

SCENE vir. 

Manet Courtezan, 

f^&m. Now, out of doubt Andpbolis is mad; 
Elie would he never fo demean himfelf. 
A ring he hath of mine worth forty ducats. 
And for the fame he promis'd me a chains 
Both one and other he denies me now. 
The reafon^ that I gather, he is mad; 
Bcfides this prefent inftance of his rage, 
Is a mad tale he told to day at dinner. 
Of his own door b«ing iliac againfl: bis entrsmct* 
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Belike his wife, acquainted with the fits, 

On purpofe fliut the doors againll his way. 

My way is now to hie home to his houfe, 

Aiid tell his wife, that, being lunatic, 

He rulh'd imo iny houfe, aud took perforce 

My ring away. This courl'e I fitteft diuic j 

For forty ducats is too much to lofe. [£.v//»- 

S G E N JE Vlir, 

.Changes to the Streets 

Enter Antij^olis qf'Ephefiis, mith a jailor. 

E. Attt. Fear me not, man ; I williiot break SLwayy 
V\\ give thee, ere I leave th^e^ fo much money 
To warrant thee as I am 'refted for. 
My wife is in a wayward mood to*-day, 
And will not lightly truf^the meilenger. 
That I fliould be attach'd in Ephefus, 
I tell you, 'twill found harfhly in her ears.— 

Enter Dromio of Ephefus, ivith a rope*s end. 

H^rc comes fny man j I think he brings the money. 
Now now. Sir, have you that I fent you for? 

£, Dro, Here's that, I warrant you, ^vill pa]K 
them all. 

£. Ant» But Where's the money ? 

En Dro. Why, Sir, I gav^ the money for the rope. 

£. Ant. Five hundred ducats, villain, for a rope ? 

E. Dro. Pll fcrvc you, Sir, five hundred at the rate. 

E. Ant. To what end did I bid thee hie thee home ? 

£. Dro. To a rope's end, Sir; and to that end 
am I rctum'd. 

£. Ant. And to that end, Sir, I will welcome 5^ou. 

\Beati Dromio. 

Offic. Good Sir, be patient. 

£. 'Dro. Nay, *tis for me to be patient; I am ia 
4ulverfity. 

Offic. Good now, hold thy tongue. 

E. Dro. Nay, rather perfuade him to hold hk 
liands. 

E. Ant. Thou whorfon, fcniclcfij villain 1 
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E. Dro, I would I were fcnfelefs, Sir, that I might 
Hot feel your blows. 

£. /ffit.^ Thou art fenfible in nothing but blows, 
and fo is an als. 

K Dro. I am an a fs, indeed ; you may prove it 
by m^ long ears. ' I have ferv'd him from the hour 
of my nativity to this inftant, and have nothing at 
his hands for my fervice but blows. When I am 
cold, he heats me' with beating ; when I am warm^ 
he cools me with beating; I am wak'd with it 
when I fleep; rars'd with it \v\\en I fft; driven out 
of doors with it when I go from Home j welcom'd 
home with it when I return ; nay, I bear it orf my 
ihoulders, as a be^^gar wont her brat; and, I think, • 
when he hath lamM me, I fkail beg with it'fironi 
door to door. 

SCENE IX. 

Efiter Adriana, Luciana, Courtezan; and PinchI 

JET, Ant. Come, go along ; my wife is <:oming 
yonder. 

£. Dro, Miftrcfs", refpice fiMm^ refpedl your end j 
or rather the prophecy, like the parrot, beware \\\f> - 
f ope's end. 

E. Ant. Wilt thou ftilltalk? ' {^Beats I>Tom\o, 

Cour. How fay you now I is not your hufband 
mad ? 

Adr, His incivility confirms no lefs. 
Good Dodor Pinch, you are a conjurer,* 
Kftablilh him in his true fenfe ag^in. 
And I will pleafe you what you will 'demand. 

Luc, Alas, how fiery and how (harp he looks I -, 

Cour, Mark how -he trembles in his ecftacy! 

Piuch. Give me your hand, and let me feel your 
pulfe. 

£. Ant, There ismy.hand, and let it feel your ear. 

Pinch, I charge thee, Satan, hous'd witWn thi% 
man., 
To yield poileflion to my holy prayers ; 
And to thy flate of darknefs hie thee ftrait, 
I conjure thee by all the faints in heav'n. 
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£. Ant, Peace, dbaxing wizard, peace; lam not. 

mad. 
Adr, Oh, that thou wert not, poor diftreflcd foul X 
E, Ant, You minion, you, arc thefc your cu- 
Did this companion with the fa^on face [ftomcre ? 
Revel and feafl it at my houfe to-day, 
Whilil upon me the guilty doors were fhut. 
And I denyM to enter in my houfe ? 
Adr. Oh, huiband^ God doth know you din'd at 
home. 
Where,, 'would yoa had remained until this time, 
Free from thefe flanders and this open fhame ! 
£. Ant, DinM I at homei thou villain, what fay^ft' 

thou? 
JE. Dro, Sir, footh to fay, you did not dine at home* 
£. Ant. Were not my doors lock'd up, and I fhdt 

out? 
J£, Dro, Perdie, your doors were lockM, and you 

(hut out. , 

JE. Ant. And did not /he herfelf revile me there ? 
E, Dro, Sans fable, fhe hferfeif revifd you there. 
£, Ant. Did not her kitchen-maid rail, taunt,, and: 

fcom me ? 
E. Dro. Genes flie did, the kitchen-veftal fcom'd 

you. 
JE. Ant. And did I not in rage depart from thence ? 
£. Dro. In verity you did; my bones bear wit* 
nefs. 
That fince have felt the vrgour of vour rage. 
jidr. ts't good to foothe Mm in tnefe contraries V 
Pinch. It is no fhame ; the fellow finds his vein,. 
And, yielding to him, humours well his frenzy. 
£. Ant. 'Thou halt iubom'd the goldfmith to ar-«- 

reft me. ' 

Adr. Alas» I fent you money to redeem you, 
By Dromio here, who came in hafte for it. 

£. Dro. Monty by me ? heart and good -will yon- 
Bat, furely, mafter, not a rag of money. , [might, 
£. Anu Went'ft not thou to her for a purfe o£ 

ducats? 
Adr. He* came to me, and I delivei'd it. 
Imq\ And I am witnelk mth bcr^^. that ihe did*. 
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£. Dro. God and the rope-maker do bear mc 
That I was fent for nothing but a rope, [witnefs, 

Pinch, Miftrefs, both man and maflerare poflefs'd; 
I know it by their pale and deadly looks ; 
They mud be bound, and laid in fome dark room;^ 

JE. Ant, Say,: wherefore didft thou lock me forth 
to-day ? 
And why doft thou deny the bag of gold?" 

Adr, I did not,-gentle hiifband, lock thee forth. 

E, Dro, And, gentle mafter, I receiv'd no gold; 
But I confefs. Sir,- that we were locked out. 

Adr, DiiTembling villain,, thou fpeak'il falfe i» 
both. 

£. Ant, DifTembling harlot, thou art falfe in allj 
And art confederate with a damned pack,. 
To make a loathfome abje^l fcom of me :• 
But with thefe nails I'll pluck out thefe falfe eyes. 
That would behold in me- this fhameful fport. 

Enter three orfoitTy and offer to bind him : he ftrivnu 

Adr, Oh, bind him, bind him; let him not come 
. near me. 

Pinch, More company ; — the fiend is flrong with- 
in. him.. 

Luc. Ay me, poor man, liow pale and'wan he Ibolcs? 

Jfc.. Ant* What, will you murder me ? thou jailor, 
r am thy priFoner, wilt thou fufFer them [thoi^ 
To make a refcue ? 

■ Offic. Maflers, let him go : 
He is my prifoner, and you fliall not have him. 
, J inch. Go, bind this man, for he is frantic too, 

yidr. What wilt thou do, thou peevifli officer? 
H'aft ihou delight to fee a wretched man 
Do o'jira^,e and difpleafure to himfelf ? 

Offic. He is my prifoner ; if Tlet him go,. 
The deo? he owes will be requir'd of me. 

Adr. lujll difcharge thee, ere I go from thee j 
Bear me forthwith unto his creditor,. 



[They bind Antipholis and Dromio. 
» he ' ' ' 



And, knowing how the debt grows, I will pay it. 
Good Mafter Doctor, fee him fafe conve/d 
Home to my houfe* Oh, moil imhappy day ! 
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,£. Ant, Oh, moft unhappy flrumpet ! 

£, Dro, Mafter, I'm here enter'd in bond for you. 

£. Ant, Out on thee, villain ! wherefore doft 
thou mad i^ie ? / 

E, Dro, Will you be bound for nothing ? be mad, 
good mafter; cry, the devil 

Luc, God help, poor fouls, how idly do they talk ! 

Adr, Go bekr him hence ; (ifter, itay you with me, 
[Exeunt Pinch, Antipholis, and Dromio« 
Say, now, whofe fuit is he arretted at? 

S C E N E X. 

Manent Officer^ Adiiana, Lucia&a, and Courtezan, 

Qffiic, One Angelo, a goldfmith ; do you know him ? 

Adr, I know the man ; what is the fum he owes ? 

Offic, Two hundred ducats. 

Adr, Say, how grows it due ? 

Offic, Due for a chain your hufband had of him. 

Adr. He did befpeak a chain for me, but had it 
not. 

Cour, When as your hufband all in rage to».day 
Came to my houfe, and took away my ring, ^ 
^The ring I fawupon his fingeruow). 
Strait after, cHd I meet him with a chain. 

Adr. It may be fo, but I did never fee it. 
Come, jailor, bring me where the gbldlmith is j 
I long to know the truth hereof ac large. 

S C E N E XI. 

Enter Antipholis of Syracufe, ixnth his rapier drawn^ 
and hromio o/'Syracufe. 

Luc, God, for thy mercy ! they are loofe again» . 
Adr, And come with naked fwords ; 
Let's call more help t?o have them bound again. 
Ojffic, Away, they'll kill us, [They run out. 

Manent Antipholis and Dromio. 

S, Ant, I fee thefc witches are afraid of fwords. 
S, Dro, She that would be your wife, now rail 
from you. 

Digitized by CjOOQIC 



m Hic COMEDY kar, 

S. Ant, Cone to the Gemaiir, fetch our IhifT 
, from thence : 
1 long thstt we were fafe and foimd aboard. 

S, Dro. Faith, ftay here this ni^t; they will 
fure^ do lis no harm; 70a fietw tbey fpake us fair, 
gave us gold ; methink&daey are£ich ^j^atle nation, 
thai but for the mountaoi of mad Ae£ Aat claims 
marriage of me, I could ^ad in my heart to ilaj 
here fli!!,. and turn witch. 

4^. Ant. I will not ftay to*night for all the town $ 
Therefore away, to get our fnu aboard. [Exeunt. 

A C T V. S C E N E I. 

j^ Sirnt, hfare a Prhry. 

Enter the Merchant emd Angelo. 

Angela. 

▼ Am forry, Sir, that I have hinder'd youj 
X But I proteft, he had the chain of me, 
Tho' mofl dilhoneftly he doth deny it. 

Mer, How is the roan efteem^d here in the city ? 

Ang. Of very reverent retwtation, Sir, 
Of credit infinite, highly beiov'd, 
Secmid to none that lives here in the city ; 
His word might bear my wealth at any time. 

Mer, Speak foftly : yonder, as I tliink, he walks.. 

Enter Antipholis and Promio qf'Syracufe. 

" Ang;, 'Tis fo j and that felf-cbain about his neck, 
Which he forfwore moft monftroufly to have. 
Good Sir, draw near 10 tne, I'll ^^eak to him. 
Signior Antipholis, I wonder niuch 
That you \«rould put me to this fhame and trouble ^ 
And not without fo.ae fcandat to yourielf, 
"W^ith circumflance and oaihs fo to deny 
This chain, which now you wear fo openly. 
Befides the charge, the (liame, imprifonment, 
You have done ^vrong to this my honell friend ) 
Who, but for flaying on our controverfy^ 
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Had feoifted fail, and put to^fea to-day : 
This eliain you had of me, can you deny it ? 

S. Anu I think I had ; T never did deny k ? 

Mir, Yes, that you did, Sir; and forfwore it too. 

S. Ant, Who heard me to deny it, or forfwear it I 

Mer, Thcfe ears of mine, thou knoweft, did 
hear thee: 
Fy on thee, wretch ! 'tis pity that thou liv'fl 
To walk where any honeft men re fort. 

S, Ant, Thou art a villi an, to impeach me thas. 
ni prove mine honour and my honefty 
Againft thee prefently, if thou dar'ft (land, 

Mer, I dare, and do defy thee for a villain. 

\They draw. 

SCENE II. 

Enter Adranio, Luciana, Courtezan^ and others, 

Adr, Hold, hurt him not, for God's fake ; he is 
mad. 
•Some get within him, take his fword away. 
Bind Dromio too, and bear them to my houfe. 
S, Dro. Run, mailer, run j for God's fake, take 
a houfe. 
This is fome priory — In, or we are fpoil'd. 

[Exeunt to the Priory, 

Enter Lady Abbefs. 

Ahh, Be quiet, people; wherefore throng you 
hither ? 

Adr, To fetch my poor diftrafted hufband hence : 
Let us come in, that we may bind him faft, 
And bear him home for his recovery. 

Ang, I knew he was not in his perfeft wits. 

Mer, I'm forry now that I did draw on him. 

Abb, How long hath this pollelfion held the man > 

Adr, This week he hath oeen heavy, fower, fad. 
And much, much different from the man he was : 
, But, till this afternoon, his paflion 
Ne'er brake into extremity of rage. 

Abb Hath he not loft much wealth by wreck at 
fea? 

Vo L, IIL B b 
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BuryM fome dear friend? hath not elfe his eye 

Stray'd his affcaion in unlawful love ? 

A fin prevailing much in youthful men, 

Who give their eyes the liberty of gazing. 

Which of thefe forrows is he fubjeft to? 

• Mr. To none of thefe, except it be the laft? 

Namelv, fome love, that drew him oft from home. 

Atb^ You fliould for that have reprehended him. 

Mr] Why, fo I did. 

^bb. Ay, but not rough enough. 

Mr, As roughly as my modefty would let me. 

Abb. Hapiy in private. 

Adr. And in aflemblies too. 

Abb. Ay, but not enough. 

Adr. It was the copy * of our conference. 
In bed, he flept not for my urging it; 
At board, he fed not for my urging it; 
Alone, it was the fubjed of mytheam; 
In company I often glanc'd at it; 
Still did I tell him, it was vile and bad. 

Abb. And therefore came it that the man was 
The venom clamours of a jealous woman [mad. 
Poifon more deadly than a mad dog's tooth. 
It feems his fleeps were hinder'd by thy raibngj 
And therefore comes it that his head is light. 
Thou fay'fl bis meat was faucM with thy upbraid- 
Unquiet meals make ill digeftions ; [ings ; 

Therefore ibe raging fire of fever bred; 
And what's the fever, but a fit of madnels ? 
Thou fay'ft his fports were hindcr'd by thy brawls. 
Sweet recreation barr'd, what doth enfue 
But moody and dull melancholy, 
Kinfman to grim and comfortlefs delpair ? 
And at her heels a huge infeftious troop 
Of pale diftemperatures, and foes to life. 
In fbod, in fport, and life-preferving reft, 
To be difturb'd, would mad or man or bead: 
The confequence is then, thy jealous fits ^ 
- Have feared thy hufband from the ufe of wit«. 

• By copy here is to be undciftood Mbundancd fuh^ 
as coplaSkffii&ci in JLatin. 
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Luc. She never reprehended him but mildly,. 
When he demean'd himfelf rough, rude and wildly. 
— Why bear you thefe rebukes, and anfwer not ? 

•Adr, She did betray me to my own reproof. 
— Good people, enter, and lay hold of him. 
<Abb» No, not a creature 'enter in my houfe. 

Adr, Then let your iervants bring my hu(band 
forth. 

Abb, Neither ; he took this place for fancluary, 
And it fliall privilege him from ypur hands, 
'Till I have brought him to his wits again, 
Or lofe my labour in aflaying it. 

Adr. I will attend my hu(band, lie his nurfc, 
Diet his ficknefs, for it is my office ; 
And will have no attorney but myfelf ; 
And therefore let me have him home with me. 

Abb. Be patient, for I will not let him ftir, 
'Till I have us'd th' approved means I have. 
With whalefome firujw, drugs, and holy prayers, 
To make of him a fofmal man again ; 
It is a branch and parcel of mine oath, 
A charitable duty of my order ; 
Therefore depart, and leave him here with me. 

Adr. I will not hence, and leave my hufbandhere j 
And ill it doth befcem your holinefs 
To feparate the hufband and the wife. 

Abb. Be quiet and depart, thou fhalt not have him. 

Luc, Complain unto the Duke of this indignity. 

[JE:;«rf7 Abbefs. 

Adr. Come, go ; I will fall proftrate at his feet^ 
And never rife, until my tears and prayers 
Have wpn his Grace to come in perfon hither ; 
And take perforce my hufband from the Abbefs. 

Mer. By this, I think, the dial points at five-: 
Anon, I'm fure, the Duke himfelf in perfon 
Comes this way to the melancholy vale ; 
The place of death and forry execution, 
Behind the ditches of the abbey here. 

Ang. Upon what caufe ? 

Mer. To fee a reverend Syracufan merchant^ 
Who put unluckily into this bay, 
Againll the laws and flatutes of this town. 
Bb 2 
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Beheaded publicly for hb ofienee. 
Ang. Sec where they come j wc will behold his 

death. 
Luc, Kneel to the Duke, before he pafs the abbey. 

SCENE IIL 

Enter the Duke^ and Mgeon bare-keaded-, 'with tfu 
Head/many and other Officers* 

Duke. Yet once again proclaim it publicly. 
If anv friend will pay the fimd for him, 
He mall not die, fo much we tender him. 

Adr^ Juftice, moft facred Duke, agaiafl the Ab- 
befs. 

Duke. She is a virtuous and a reverend lady f 
It caanot be that (he hath done thee wrong. 

Adr. May it pleafe your Grace, Antipholis my 
hufband, 
(Whom I made lord of me and all I had, 
At your important letters), this ill day 
A rroft outrageous fit of madnefs took him; 
That defp'rately he hurry M through the flreet, 
With blm his bondman all as mad as he, 
Doing difpleafure to the citizens, 
py rufliing ins.thexr houfes ; bearing thenc© 
Rings, jewels, any thing his rage did like.. 
Once did I get him bound, and Tent him bome> 
W hilft to take order for the wrongs I went. 
That here and there his fury had committed : 
Anon, I wot not by what ftrong efcape^ 
He broke from thofe that had the guard of him: 
And, with his mad attendant mad hioifeif. 
Each one with ireful paffion, with drawn fwords, 
Met us again, and madly bent on us, 
Chas'd us away; 'till raifing of more aid. 
We came again to bind them ; then they fled 
Into this aboey, whither we purfu'd them ; " 
And here the Abbefs fhuts the gates on us, 
And will not fu£er us to fetch him out, 
Nor fend him forth, that we may ^ear him. hence. 
Therefore, mofl gracious Duke, with thy command, 
Let hhn be brought forth, and borne hence for help* 
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Duh. Long fince thy hufband ferv'd me in my 
wars ; 
And I to thee engag'd a prince's word, 
{When thou didft make him mafter of thy bed), 
To do him all the grace and good I could. 
Go, fome of vou, knock at the abbey -gate ; 
And bid the lady Abbefs come to flie. 
I will determine this before I ftir. 

SCENE IV. 

Enter a Mejfenger, 

Mejf, O miftrefs, miftrefs, flilft and fave yourfelf ; 
My mailer and his man are both broke loofe, 
Beaten ihe ipaids a-row, and bound the do6tor, 
Whole beard they have fing'd oiF with brands of 
And ever as it blazM, they threw on him [fire ; 
Great pails of puddled mire to quench the^hair. 
My mafter preaches patience to him, and the while 
His man with fcifTars nicks him like a fool : 
And, fure, unlefs you fend fome prefent help, 
Between them they will kill the conjurer. 

Adr, Peace, fool, thy mailer and his man are here, 
And that is falfe thou doll report to us. 

MeJf. Mirtrefs, upon my life, I tell you true ; 
I have not breathM almoft, fince I did fee it. 
He cries for yoii, and vows if he can take you, 
To fcorch your face, and to disfigure you. 



[Cry 'Within. 
\ ; fly, be 



Hark, hark, I hear him, miftrefs ; fly, be gone. 

Dfike, Gome, fland by me, fear nothing : guard 
with halberds. 

Adr, Ay me ! it is my hufband ; witiiefs you, 
That he is borne-about invifible ! 
Ev'n now we hous'd him in the abbey here. 
And now he's there, pall thought of humau reafon. 

SCENE V. 
Enter Antipholis and Dro.nio o/'Ephefus. 
£. Ant. Jullice, mofl gracio as Duke, oh, grant 



me jullice I 
' Bb 3 
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Even fpr the fervice that long fincc I did thee. 
When I beftrid thee in the wars, and took 
Deep fears to fave thy life ; even for the blood 
That then I loft for thee, now grant me jufticc. 

JEgeon, Unlefs the fear of death doth make me- 
dote, 
I fee my fon Antipholls, and Droniio* 

E, Atit. Juftice, fweet prince, againft that wo- 
man there : 
She whom thou eav'ft to me to be my wife j 
That hath abufed and diflionour'd me, 
Ev'n in the ftrength and height of injury. 
Beyond imagination is the wrong 
That flie this day hath fliamelefs thrown on.me. 

Duke, Difcover how, and thou fhalt find me juff» 

£, Ant This day, great Duke, ihe ihut the door» 
upon me ; 
Whilfl me with harlots, feafted in my houfe. 

Duke, A grievous fault > £ay, woman, didft thou 
fo? 

Adr. No, my good Lord — myfelf, he, and my 
fifter. 
To-day did dine together : fo befal my foul, 
As this is falfe he burdens me withal ! 

Luc* Ne'er may L look on day, nor fleep on night,. 
But fhe tells to your Highnefs fimple truth ! 

An^, O perjurM woman I they are both forfworik. 
In .this the madman juftly chargeth them.* 

E. Ant, My liege, I am advifed what I lay. 
Neither diihirb^d with the effed of wine, 
Nor, heady-ralh, provokM with ragiiig ire ; 
Albeit my wrongs might make one wifer mad. 
This woman lock'd me out this day from dinner ; 
That goldfmith there, were he not packM with her. 
Could witnefs hy for he was with me thenj- 
Who parted with me to go fetch a chain, 
Promifing to bring it to the Porcupine, 
"Where Balthazar and I did dine together. 
Our dinner done, and he not coming thither, 
I went to feek him j in the ftrect I met him, 
And in his company that gentleman. 
There did this perjurM goldlniith fvvear me down^ 
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That I this day from him receiv'd the chain ; 

Which, God he knows, I faw not; for the which. 

He did arreft me with an officer. 

I did obey,' and fent my peafant home 

For certain ducats ; he with none return'd. 

Then fairly I befpoke the officer, 

To go in perfon with me to my hoiife. 

By th' way wc met my wife, her filler, and 

A rabble more of vile confederates ; 

They brought one Pinch, a hungry lean-facM 

villain, 
A mere anatompr, a mountebank, 
A thread-bare juggler, and a fortune-teller, 
A needy, hollow-ey'd, fliarp-looking wretch, 
A living dead man. This pernicious flave, 
Forfboth, took on him as a coujurer ; 
And, gazing in my eyes, feeling my pulfe. 
And with no face, as it were, out-facing me^ 
Cries out, I was poflefsM. Then all together 
They fell upon me, bound me, bore me thence 5 
And 'm a dark and dankifh vault at home 
There left me and my man, both boimd together; 
'Till, gnawing with my teeth my bonds afunder^ 
I gain'd my freedom, and immediately 
Kan hither to your Grace ^ whom I befeech 
To give me amole iatisfaftion 
For thefe deep ihames and great indignities. 

jing. My Lord, in truth, thus far I witnefs wlt^^ 
"" him; 
That he din'd not at home, but was iock'd out, 

Duke,* But had he fuch a chain of thee, -or no ? 

Affz, He had, my Lord ; and when he ran in here, 
Thele people faw the chain about his neck. 

Mer, Be/ldes, I will be fworn, thefe ears of mine 
Heard you .confefs you had the chain of him, 
After you firft forfwore it on the mart ; 
And thereupon I drew my fword on you ; 
And then you fled into this abbey here, 
From whence, I think, you're come by miracle. 

E, Ant. I never came within thefe abbey- walls^ 
Nor ever didft thou draw thy fword oh me ; 
I never faw the chain, fo help me Hcav'ii. V 
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And this is falfe you burden me withaL 

Duke, Why, what an intricate impeach is this > 
I ihink you all have drunk of Circe's cup : 
I ! here you hous'd him, here he would have been; 
J f he" were mad, he would not plead fo coldly : 
Tou fay he din'd at home ; the goldfmith here 
I>enies that faying. Sirrah, what fay you ? 
£. Dro, Sir, he din'd with her there, at the Por- 
cupine. 
Cour, He did, and from my finger fnatch'd that 
ring. 

E. Ant. 'Tis true, my liege, this ring I had of her, 
Duks, Saw'ft thou him enter at the abbey here ? 
Cour, As fure, my liege, as I do fee your Grace. 
Duke* Why,, this is ftrange ; go call the Abbels 

hither ; ' 
I think you are all mated, or flark mad. 

[Exit one to the Abhefs. 

SCENE VI. 

Mgeoft, Mod mighty Duke, vouchfafe me fpeak 
a wprd : 
Haply I fee a friend will fave my life, 
And pay the fum that may deliver me. 

Duke, Speak freely, Syracufan, what thou wilt.- 

Mgeon. Is not your name. Sir, callM Antipholis? 
And is not that yqur bondman Drornio ? 

£. Dro, Within this hour I was his bondman, Sir^ 
But he, I thank him, gnaw'd in two my cords 3 
I^ow am I Drornio, and his man unbound. 

JBgeon. I am fure you both of you remember me. 

eTDto, Ourfelves we do remember, Sir, by you j 
For lately we were bound, as you are now. 
You are not Pinch's patient, are you, Sir? 

JEgeon. Why look^ou ftrange on me ? you know 
me- well, 

F. 4nt, I never faw you in my life, 'till now. 
JEgeon. Oh ! grief hath cliang'd me, fince you 

i^w me laft ; 
And careful hours, with time's deformed hand 
Have written ftrange defeatures in my face : 
But tell me yet, doft thou not know my voice ? 
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E. Ant, Neither. 

Mgeon. Dromio, nor thou > 

E, Dro, No, truft me, Sir, nor I. 

Mgeon. I am fure thou doft. 

£. Dro, I, Sir? but I am fure I do not: and 
wh^tfoever a man denies, you are now bound to 
believe him. 

Mgeon, Not know my voice ! oh, time's extre- 
mity ! 
Haft thou fo crack'd and fplitted my poor tonguo 
In feven fhort years, that here my only fon 
Knows not my feeble key of untun'd car.es ? 
Tho' now this grained face of mine be hid 
In fap-confuming winter's drizled fnow. 
And all the conmiits of my blood froze up ; 
Yet hath my night of life fome memory. 
My wafting lamp fome fading glimmer left, 
My <iull deaf ears a little ufe to hear : 
All thefe old witneiles, I cannot err, 
TcU me thou art my fon Antipholis. 

£. Ant* I never faw my father in my life. 

JEgeon, But feven years fince, in Syracufa-bay, 
Thou know'ft, we parted ; but, perhaps, my fon. 
Thou Iham'ft t' acknowledge me in mifery. 

£. Ant. The Duke, and all that know me in the 
Can witnefs with me that it is not fo : [S^^Vft 

I ne'er faw Syracufa in my life. 

Duke. I tell thee, Syraciifan, twenty years 
Have I been patron to Antipholis, 
During which time he ne'er^faw Syracufa. 
I fee, thy age and dangers make thee doat* 

SCENE VII. 

Enter the Abbefs, luith Antipholis Syracufan, g,nd 
Promio Syracufan. 

Abb, Moft mighty Duke, behold a man much 
wrong'd. [AU gather to fee hin^^ 

Adr, 1 fee two hufbands, or mine eyes deceive me. 

Duke. One of thefe men is genius to the other } 
And fo of thefe which is the natural man, 
Aud whi<^ the fpirit? who deciphers themi 
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5. Dro. I, Sir, am Dromio; command him away. 

E, Dro. I, Sir, am Dromio; pray let me ftay. 

S. Ant, ^geon, art thou not ? or elfe his ghoft? 

S, Dro. O, my old mafter 1 who hath bound him 
here ? ' 

Abb, Whoever bound him, I will loofe his bon*is j 
And gain a hufband by his liberty. 
Speak, old Ageon, if thou be'ft the man 
That hadft a wife once calPd Mmilia, 
That bore thee at a burden two fair fons > 
Oh, if thou Wa the fame ^geon, fpeak j 
And fpeak unto the fame Emilia. 

Duke, Why, here begins his morning ftory right : 
Thefe two Antipholis's, thefe two fo like, 
And thofe two Dromio's, one in femblance ; 
Beiides her urging of her wreck at fea, 
Thefe plainly are the parents of thefe children^ 
Which accidentally are met together. 

.^•reoft. If I dream not, thou art /Emilia^ 
If thou art fhe, tell .me where is that fon 
That floated with thee on the fatal raft. 

Abb. By men of Epidamnum^ he and I, 
And the twin Dromio, all weVe taken up ; 
Bur, by and by, rude fifhermen of Corinth 
By force took Dromio and my fon from them, 
And me they left with thofe of Epidamnum. 
Wiiat then became of them, I cannot tell; 
I, to this fortune that you fee me in. 

Duke, Antipholis, thou cam*/l from Corinth firfL 

S, j^nt. No, Sir, not I ; I came from Syracufe. 

Duke, Stay, ftand apart ; I know not which is 
which. 

E, Ant, I came from Corinth, my moft gracious 
Lord. 

£. Dro, And T with him. 

JE. Ant, Brought to this town by that moft fa- 
mous warrior, 
Duke Menaphon, your moft reno^vned uncle. 

Adr, Which of you two did dine with me to-day? 

S, Ant I, gentle miftrefs, 

Adr, And are not you my huft>and ? 

£. Ant, No, I fay nay to that. 
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S. Ant. And fo do I, yet fhe did tail me fo : 
And this fair gentlewoman, her filter here, 
Did call Hie brother. What 1 told you then, 
I hope I (hall have leifure to make good, 
If this be not a dream I fee and hear. 

jing. That is the chain, Sir, which you had of me# 

S, Ant I think it be, Sir ; I deny it not. 

£. Ant, And you. Sir, for this chain arretted me, 

Ang, I 'think I did, Sir ; I deny it not. 

Adr, I fent you money. Sir, to be your bail, 
By Dromio ; but, I think, he brought it not. 

E. Dro No, none by me, 

S. Ant. This purfe of ducats I receiv'd from you. 
And Dromio my man did bring them me. 
I fee, we ftill did meet each other's man. 
And I was ta'en for him, and he for me, 
And thereupon thefe errors all arofe. 

E. Ant. Thefe ducats pawn I for my father here* 

Duke. It fliall not need, thy father hath Ws life. 

Cour. Sir, I mufl: have that diamond from you. 

E. Ant. There, take it j and much thanks for 
my good chear. 

Abb. Renowned Duke, vouchfafe to take the 
To go with us into the abbey here, [pains' 

^nd here at large difcouri'ed all our fortunes : 
And all that are afTembled in this place. 
That by this fympathized one day's error . 
Have fufFer'd wrong ; go, keep us company,' 
And' ye fliall hav6 full fatisfadion. 
Twenty-five years have I but gone in travel 
Of you my fons ; nor, 'till this prefent hour, 
^y heavy burdens are delivered. 
The Duke, my hufband, and my children both, 
^nd you the calendars of their nativity. 
Go to a golfip's feafl and * go with me : 

• Goto n go{ftp*5 feafl, and joy -with me^ 
After fo long grief Juch natrvily. 

That is, I confidcr my felt as juft brought to bed o^ 
thefe children : let me therefore invite you, tvho have 
affifted at this my delivery, to accept of a fcaft, and 
to congratulate me on fuch a birth, &c. Rcvifal. 
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After fo long grief fuch nativity ! 

Dukt. With all my heart, TU goilip at this feaft, 

\ExtunU 

SCENE' viri. 

Mantm the two AntipholisV amd two Dromlo'j. 

S. Dro. Maftcr, fliall I fetch your ibiff from fliip* 

board ? - 'V 

Z. Ant, Dromio, vhat ftuiT of mine hafi thou 

embarked ? 
S, Dro. Yoiir goods, that lay at hoft, Sir, in the 

Centaur. 
S. Ant. He fpeaks to me ; I am your mailer, 
Dromio. 
Come, go with us, we'll look to that anoft j 
Embrace thy brother there, rejoice with him. 

[Exeunt Antipholis S. and E. 
S. Dro. There is a fat friend at your mailer's 
houfe. 
That kitchen'd me for you to day at dinner; 
She now fliall be my fifter, not my wife, 

E. Dro. Methinks you arc my glals, and not 
my brother : 
I fee, by you, I am a fweet-fac'd ^buth : 
Will vou walk iri to fee their goifiping > 
S. Dro Not I, Sir ; you are my elder. 
E. Dro. That's a queflion : 
How fliall I try it ? 

S. Dro. We'll draw cuts for the fenior : 
'Till then, lead thou firft. 

E, Dro. Nay, then thus [Embracing, 

Wc came into fiie world, like brother and brother* 

4nd now let's go hand In hand, not one before 

another. .^ ' . {Extunt. 



END OF THE THlllD. VO?LUME. 
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